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GRANBY. 



CHAPTER I. 

MonirMe. See how weak 
An ill caiue is ! Ton are already fallen : 
What can yon look for now ? '• 

- Claremand. ^Fool, use thy fortune : 

And so he counsels thee, that if we nad 

Changed places, instantly would have cut thy throa^ 

Or di^^thy heart out. 

Montroee. In requital of 

That sayage purpose I must pity you. 

The ParliatnerU of Love. 

Arrived at the door, Granby stopped once more to 
collect his thoughts. Irresolution partially triumphed, 
and a slight tremor came over him as he raised his 
hand to the knocker. The half minute that elapsed 
before his "clamorous appeal" received its answer, 
appeared, as we commonly say, " an age *," and with 
burning impatience, and much withal of trepidation, 
did he listen to the shuffling and creaking of the foot* 
steps within. 

The door at length was half opened by a drowsy 
servant, with a candle in his band, who, peeping at him, 
with a look of much 0urpri8e at the nnseasonablenesa 
of the visit, told him that his master was stiil in his 
sitting room* This was sufficient, and Granby hastily 
passed the servant, and without waiting to be announced, 
proceeded quietly but rapidly to the room. On 
opening the door, he «aw Tyrrel, his head resting ou 
one hand, while the other held a pencil. He was 
deeply intent on a paper before him, on which he ap- 
peared to have been writing figures ; two caajS^iSf 
Dornt almost to the socket, threw their diiQ light upoA 
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his face ; and on the same table stood a wine glass, and 
a small phial containing laudanum^ to the use of which 

Eernicioas drug, Tyrrel had lately begun to habituate 
imself* 

Tyrrel did not raise hi» eyes from the paper imme- 
diately upon Granby's entrance, thinking probably that 
it was the servant ; but scarcely had he made two steps 
into the room when Tyrrel looked up, and on seeing 
him, started from his chair in seeming terror, and 
crumpling up the paper, tbrei^ it from him into the fire 

place. 

^^ How now, Granby ? here ajgaitt !'' said be ; and 
4hen catching the stem e]^pressio]i of his coaaleaance, 
he faintly added, <^For heateti's sake what is the 
matter ?" 

Granby carefully closed the door, before be returned 
him any answer* ^^ My ervandy^^ said be, '^ cancerns 
Courtenay/^ 

'^ Courtenay ! good God ! what has happened to 

him 2"^ 

** Nothing but what you know already." 

^^ What I know ! explain yourself/' 

*^ T mean to do so— rand brrefly too. I come to de- 
mand that you renounce all claims upon him for money 
which be has lost to you, and that you refund — ^" 

" Granby, are you mad ?" i 

<* Hear me out — and that you refund what you have 
unfairly won this night.'' 

*^ Unfairly ! 'sdeath ! does the scoundrel presuiM to 
say—'' ^ 

'^ Be calm if you can," saio Granby firmly, ^^ for 
violence is useless. He says nothing— be knows no- 
thing ; it is I who say it, and know it, and make this 
claim for him hi consequence." 

'^ And by what authority. Sir," exclaimed Tyrrel, in 
a lofty tone, ^' by what authority do you dare to say 
this to me ?" 

*' By the authority of a friend to both, and a relation 
to'you." 

^^ Cant !— cursed cant! — Friend and relation! Is 
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this your cloak for a scandalous charge ? Do jou think 
this will serve. Sir ? No — give.me proof of what you 
insittuate.'' 

'.' I insinuate nothing ; my cbaige is a direct one, and 
will require a direct reply. As for proofs, you shall 
have them ; and for t^i$ purpose I shall a^k for the 
dice and dice box tha{ you used this night.'^ 

" With all my heart,'' said Tyrrel, " and I would 
show them as freely to the whole world — There— take 
them — examine them well — but ^ remember, Sir, you 
will do it at your peril; for if they are not proved de- 
ceptive," said be, striking his clenched hand upon the 
table, "then by heavens — " 

"This threat is useless," interrupted* Granby, *'for 
I shall not even examine them. But observe me for a 
moment — " 

Tyrrel muttered something between his teeth, and 
turned away. 

"Observe me, I say,^' repeated Granby sternly; 
" you asked for proofs, and I am prepared to give 
theill^;" and then, without uttering another word> he 
slowly exemplified with the dice the whole process of 
TyrreFs fraudulent manoeuvres. 

A dead silence ensued ; Tyrrel leaning in guilty con- 
fasion on the back of a chair, while Granby stood op- 
posite, erect, and motioojess, with his hands clasped, 
apparently lost in painful thought. He was balancing 
in 1^ mind conflicting sentiments of justice and mercy, 
anflheditatingin what way to meet the probable con- 
trition of his guilty relative ; bu,t he was not prepared 
. to see him seek a refuge in effrontery, and started as if 
a thunderbolt had fallen at his feet when Tyrrel step- 
ped up, and with a coarse smile slapped him famrliarly 
on the shoulder. 

" Bravo, young one !" were his first words. "Curse 
me, if I thought you^so knowing ! I see you understand 
a trick or two — ^you are training in a promising way — 
we shall have you down at the Hells soon !" 

"Tyrrel! Tyrrel! I did not expect this," said 
Granby, turning from him with disgust. 
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^^ Theo, what the devil did you expect ? IMd you 
think i shoald whine and cant about it, and fall on my 
knees like a blabbering school-boy to escape a whip- 
ping ? Why, what a cursed long face you iiiake-*^s if 
rooks and pigeons were birds unheard of ; psbaw-^^ 
inan-*come^^amn it — where can you have lived to 
look so serious about such a trifle ? I thought you 
had been more of a man of the world. We jolly 
Greeks are never down in the month about these things. 
lYhere was the harm, if the fellow chose to be a fool, 
to treat him with a taste of my art i Prejudice apart, 
where is the sin in a quiet bit of legerdemain ? None 
on earth — and so^ you would think, if it was not for 
those rusty, eld woman's notions, which I wonder how 
the devil you came by. I have done no more, than 
many others.'' 

<' Tyrrel," said Granby, ^' though you have a right to 
be heard in your defence, yet I almost blame myself, for 
having patiently listened so long to this monstrous at- 
tempt to pslUiate your crime." 

'< Crime!" repeated Tyrrel, with a scornful lai^b — 
'^ by what statute ? Crime, indeed ! you talk it wdl upon 
my soul ; but learn, young man, to make distinctions-^ 
look at the dice— are they loaded ? Look at the box—^ 
is it not a fair one ? Did 1 fight with false weapons ? No, 
Sirr-the devil, himself, dare i^ot say it. I m^t my man, 
and beat him down in a fair trial of ^ddress. I employed 
an art which I had been practising for morkid^^nd 
which I had surely acquired a right to profit by. IB^on 
by skill — sheer skill— skill which I had gained by my 
own exertions, and which I am therefore justified ^ in 
using." 

" I will no longer listen to such paltry sophistry," re- 
plied Oranby ; ^ It cannot deceive me— you cannot 
even deceive yourself by it. My object, Tyrrel, in 
coming hither, was, not to hear your efforts at exculpa* 
tion— Tor none that you can make will be sufficient-— 
your ofience is only aggravated by what you have al« 
ready said — I come to enforce a demand<*-»yott have 
he||rd it, and I expect your answer*" 



ORANBY. JJ 

^^ Yoii fthiill hare it," said Tyrre), with a malignant 
scowl ; and he went and opened a bureau, while Oranby 
stood regarding him in silence. T/rrel searched for 
someChiDg ; at length be closed the bureau : what he had 
taken oat of ii^ Granby knew not, for his back was to- 
wards him ; till on turning round he displayed to his 
astonished eyes a brace of pistols, and a card. 

'^ Here is my answer," said he, holding up the pistols, 
" and there," throwing on the table an ace of clubs, 
shot through the middle, '^ is my pledge for its proving 
satisfactory. You see my mark at twelve . paces — a 
pretty (air certificate of a cool eye, and a steady hand. 
Be advised, youne fellow," he added, in an insulting tone 
— ^^ tbiok twice before you drive to extremities a man 
who can split a ball upon a knife, and. shoot a couple 
through the same hole. You will find I am not to be 
trifled with." 

^^ And you will find," said Granby, calmly, " that it is 
not my intention to trifle with you. My object is fixed 
and serious— I come to insist on satisfaction for my 
friend." 

*^ Satisfaction !" said Tyrrel, with savage glee," have 
at you then — the sooner the better — ^name time and 
place«--and 1 am your man." 

" Tyrrel, you mistake the satisfaction Vrequire-nit is 
not to shed the blood of a relation. If you mean to give 
me a challenge, understand distinctly that 1 will not ac« 
ceptit." 

**^u will not ?" retorted Tyrrel. " Say you dart 
not." 

" I vM not," said Granby ; "and if you urge me, the 
world shall know my reason for refusing." 

" And what is that reason ?" said Tyrrel, with a sneer. 

^^ I shall tell them that the challenger is no longer 
worthy of the consideration due to a man of honour^" 

" Insolent coward !" said Tyrrel through his clenched 
teeth. 

^^ I shall not descend to bandy invectives," replied 
Granby firniily.. " I repeat my demand for reparation." 
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" Granby— Granby— have a care — be catitioas how 
you goad a desperate man* Are you aware,'' said Tyr- 
rel, taking up the pistols, '^ that one of these is loaded ? 
You defy me, because you think that my reputation is 
in your power. Remember that your life is in mine*'' 
And he retreated a few steps, and deliberately examined 
the priming of his pistol. 

" Do you think so meanly of me," said Granby, **'a8 
to expect that I shall be terrified from my purpose by 
this impotent bravado ?" 

" I do," said Tyrrel. " Impotent bravado ! Good 
sounding words, faith ! but very little to the purpose. 
I would advise you to think of something better by way 
^f a dying speech, and quickly too, for your time is but 
short. Now; Sir, death or recantation ?" and he levelled 
the pistol at Granby's head. 

Granby neither moved nor spoke, but looked steadily 
in TyrrePs face. There was a deep silence, which was 
first broken by the click of the pistol. Tyrrel. had cocked 
it. Granby heard the ominous sound, but his frame 
never trembled, nor did his cheek grow paler, nor his 
eye wander, but remained still sternly bent on Tyrrel 
in sad and ratolute defiance. 

a Tyrrel !" said he, in a solemn tone, ^' I have no fear. 
You dare not be a murderer." 

Tyrrel returned no answer, but still presented the 
cocked pistol. 

'' You will never," continued Granby, " charge your 
conscience with such a<^crime." 4 Ip 

" My conscience !" said Tyrrel, with frightful irony, 
lowering his pistol as he spoke ; ^^ how did you know I 
had a conscience ?" 

" You have — ^you must," said Granby. *^ I will not 
think you utterly depraved. You may stifle the voice 
of your conscience for a time, but -be assured it will be 
heard. Tyrrel — there is a God that sees and judges you ; 
and if you shed my blood, the hour of retribution will 
surely come :" and Qranby, as be spoke, fixed his eyes 
with impressive solemnity upon Tyrrel's. 

The latter could not encounter their appeal* His 
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aim fell bevttil^ their glance. The hand that held the 
pistol trembled; aod the couotenaoce was coDvalsed 
wHh a suddeo pang* He mattered somethiDg indiatiact- 
Ij, timied away^ and depoisited the piatols in their for- 
mer idace. 

*^ I did it but to trjr. you^'^ said he in a lovr roice* 
^^ Heaven knows, that for the worid^s worth I could not 
be your morderer; butyou had almost driven me past 
myself* Granby, you are too hard with me. Do not op- 
press a fallen man. Temperyour justice with mercy. Cir- 
cumstances have made yoo powerful ; let themshow that 
joQ are generous. 'Remember whom you are about to 
sacrifice. Remember that it is a friend and a relation." 

"Tyrrel, I remember it but too welV^ said Granby. 
mournfully. '^ It is a fact which I shall never forget, 
and deep will be the anguish it will cost me. Bitter as 
your own reflections must necessarily be, you can but 
feebly judge of what I feel, to find myself at once cut off 
from on^ who is still my relation, aud whom a few short 
hours ago I vainly fancied I might call my friend. Tyr- 
rel do not endeavour to deceive yourself« You have 
committed that, which if .known, would render you an ^ 
outcast from every ifeputable circle in which yoa have ^ 
e?cr moved." 

"I know it all," said Tyrrel impatiently, " and feel it 
too. Why should you torture me with this repetition ? 
Surety that punishment is enough.^' 

'^ No, Tyrrel, it is not enough. The world's scorn is 
sligbMo that which your own' heart ought to inflict. 
Remember the victim of your arts-— the ruin the destruc- 
tion which you would have entailed on him. Tyrrel — 
the person whom you have so deeply wronged, sup- 
pressed perhaps in your presence the dreadful agony of 
his mind ; but had you lately seen, as I have done, the 
burning frenzy, the feverish efibrt to snatch a tempora- 
ry foig^ulnesa of misery ; his wild, frantic, intemperate 
mirth, and the horrid recklessness of his despair; ha4 .^ 
you seen all this, and said, as you needs must, '^ 'Twas 
I that caused it,' you would have cursed yourself for the ' 
misery yoa had produced ; it would have been reflect- 
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ed doubly on yourself, and you would ^then have felt— - 
ay, in its deepest bitterness — ^that real-^bat mental pun- 
ishment to which the world's scorn is as dust in the bal- 
ance. You cannot have so hard a heart but from your 
very soul you would have pitied him." 

Tyrrel stood during this appeal with folded arms, 
downcast eyes^ and head bent forward on his breast. 
Once or twice he tried to raise his head, but as his eye 
caught that' of Granby, it sunk beneath the powerful 
gaze of conscious rectitude. At length some new idea 
appeared to strike him, and the rigid muscles of his 
face began to relax into an expression of sullen exulta- 
tion. "Pity him !" said he, "not 1. 1 have little pity 
to bestow upon any one, and shall not waste it on un- 
worthy objects. He suffers, does' he ? Well he tnay, 
and so he ought. Jnst retribution Granby, and n6 
more. Has Courtenay caused no pain to others ?" 

^' I will not say that he has not,^? said Granby, starting 
at the bitter thought which this question had conjured 
up; "but if he has,.it is not of that we are speaking 
now. He is injured, Tyrrel. It is in that light only I 
can now regard him. He is injured, and by you ; and 
he must have redress. I am here, not to recall my 
own misfortunes, byit to demand reparation for my 
friendl" 

"Your friend P^ said Tyrrel, in a mingled tone of 
scorn and compassion. " Poor credulous gull ! are 
you still willing to think him so ? Think on — think so 
still. Why should I disturb your dreams ? It wdl^ld be 
cruel to rouse you from such a satisfied state of igno- 
rance. Whfat if a certain lady does not sipile oil you 
as sweetly as she did? We need not think that he is 
the cause. What if she smile on others ? what, if on 
him ? We need not think he sought it, Granby. We 
need not think that to purchase those smiles he sacri- 
ficed an ancient friendship, and trampted on the cha- 
racted of a kind, credulous, confiding rival.'^ 

" Confiding? — nay, you wrong him, 1 never trusted 
him — I told him nothing.'' 

^* And why should you ?— and if you did not, must 
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he therefore needs be igDorant? Granby, there are 
other roads to a person's sentiments than through his I 

tongue — and a lover's sentiments-^-pshaw ! it is impos- i 

sible but he must have known them. But do you think \ 

he would seem to know them ? No, he is wiser. Pre* | 

tended ignorance is his coat of mail. It excuses him . 

J)oth to you and her. It is a place of ambush, out of I 

\?hfch.he can slander you the more securely." 1 

*' Tyrrel," said Granby, trembling with anxiety, 
'^ tell me 1 entreat you by what means you are informed 
of this?'' 

" By none but such as you may use. I employed 
my senses. I observed them well. I was not credu- 
lous as you are. My eyes were open. My ears were 
attentive. I was alive to much that yon might have 
seen had you been willing. And why were you not ? 
Why let another be more keen sighted in that which so 
nearly concerned yourself? Beware, Granby — mark 
my words before it is too late — beware^-beware of a 
false friend.'' 

" I will," said Granby. " A false friend ! Ay, Tyrrel! 
I had one who was false indeed ; false to his kindred, 
to bis character, to himself; false to every principle of 
worldly honour; one who has shamefully relinquished 
big fair fame and honourable bearing, and shrunk to a 
detected sharpec» This is the friend that has deceived 
my hopes." 

"Rail on, rail on," said Tyrrel. " Reproach me. 
for my warning. I can bear it. Be blind if you will. * 

Be not only blind, but ungrateful. Yes, 1 say again — 
ungrateful. You cannot, or you will not see what I 
have wrought in your behalf. To what purpose have V* ' 
I clipped the wings, and tamed the courage of this as- 
pi er, if you, you, who of all persons should be least '^ 
willing to support him, should actually lend your aid to • •* 
forward iua unworthy views ? Granby, if you have still 
a hope of that which is dearest to your heart, be cau- 
tious ere you banish it for ever. Liook at me. I not 
; only can, but will assist you. I have the viper in my -^r 
toils. I can check him — crush him — nay, I can track 
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hini in his course of slander — I can blight \m vlllan- 
ous projects — i can bajB9e the insidious go-betWeen : 
I, and 1 alone : and' the gain and the triumph shajl 
be yours-— all through my means shall be cleared^— 
Caroline shall learn to detest the creature who de 
ceives her now, and you shall be restored, through me, 
to more than all her former love.^' 
' Granby turned away his face, to conceal the poweiful 

conflict of his feelings. 

"Dear Granby," pursued Tyrrel, "do not hesitate. 
Second my plans to aid your happiness. Leave this 
reptile to hrs fate. Show your firmness, and by one 
I bold act confound a vrllain, and spare the errors of a 

misguided relation — misguided, Granby — I say it with 
sorrow— ^but one who still preserves that warm friend-* 
ship which he felt for you in happier days.'' 

The struggle in Gratiby's mind was evident; aiid 
Tyrrel greedily watched its workings. Dnce his re- 
solution almost failed him ; btit principle resumed its 
force* 

" Peace, tempter ! peace," he Said — " Oh, God !" 

he inwardly ejaculated, '^forgive me if 1 wavered. 

' Tyrrel, it is in vain you urge me — I have a duty to per- 

^ form, and I trust in Heaven I shall not desert it. 

Speak no longer against Courtenay — I will suppose 

him all that is treacherous — ^but his rices, his follies, 

' do not excuse your shameful practices. You have 

wronged him — ruined him— and he shall be redressed. 

I know not — I care not what he is — he may have loaded 

me with a thousand injuries, but he was my friend, and 

I will save him.". 

Tyrrel bit his lip, and turned away. " How will you 
^ save him ?" said he tiiuntingly. 

" By obtaining redress. Tyrrel, I am still firm to 
my purpose. 1 do not know to what extent you have 
" plundered him ; but, be it what it may, I here demand 
that through me you restore the whole.*'. 

"And what if I refuse ?" said Tyrrel. 

"Public exposure will be the consequence. Before 
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another day is past I sball publish your cooduot tp the 
world." 

** And who will beli&ve you ?" 

*^ Many, Ty rrel, many. A week beoce I shoulil have 
thought that nobody would believe the tale ; hqt I have 
since learned, and it was a painful hearing, that there 
are those who already suspect youof dishonest praetioea, 
aad would eagerly receive such confirmations of, their 
worst suspicions. Your character totters — a word of 
mine can destroy it, — ^and shall, unless you comply. 
To-day, Sir, this very day, I gained an insight wbich I 
little expected. Do you remember Althorp ?--^y, 
Althorp, alias Wilkins ?'» 

Tyrrel started, and a deep burning flush of guilt 
passed hastily across .bis countenance* 

^^I shall say no more of him,^' said Granby* "J 
only mention Aim to show that I at length knowyoae* 
Deceit and evasion are now useless. Choose, ther^re 
— redress, or public infamy.^' 

Tyrrel visibly trembled. '^ One moment,^' said he, 
and, approaching the table, poured a small quantity of 
laudanum from the phial. Granby looked at him with 
dread, as he raised the horrid beverage to his lips. 
Tyrrel remarked his look of horror. ^^ Do you thin)c 
1 am going to poison myself?'' said he, with a ghastly 
smile of derision. '^ I am not come to that yet. Your 
health," bis added, nodding to Granby, before he drank 
it, with an expression of countenance that made him 
shudder. He then paced several times across the room, 
as if endeavouring to regain composure. At length, in 
a calm and altered tone, he again addressed him. 

" Granby, my father is the head of your house. In 
me you will dishonour the representative of your family. 
Do not, if you have still remaining any generous pride 
of ancestry, do not stain it with reproach. Li me it 
has been grievously disgraced ; but, oh, Granby 1 by all 
of great and noble that ever has adorned your name, 
do not a^ravate the evil by giving publicity to my 
offence^" 

^' Tyrrel, it is useless to pursue these argument!. 

VOL. II. 2 
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Dear to me as is the honour of my family^ it cannot 
. weigh against my duty; and if you compel me to reveal 
/ it9 shame, on your head be the infamy. My coarse is 
taken, and shall not be relinquished. I demand for 
Courtenay full restitution of all that you have won from 
hin^ this night, and on that condition only will I be silent 
on all that has passed." 

^^ And zoUl you be silent on that condition ?" asked 
Tyrrel. 

« I will." 

" Promise solemnly," isaid Tyrreh 

" I do." 

" Then you shall have what vou require." 

He then went to the bureau from which he had taken 
the pistols, and searched for the guilty proofs of his suc- 
cess. Granby, meanwhile, afflicted and harassed with 
r the recent conflict, sat dowil at the table, leaning for- 
ward, his face buried in his hands, painfully recalling the 
past scene of this eventful night. 

Tyrrel now approached iM table, and laid before 
him, in dogged silence, the eveniyg's spoil, consisting of 
cash, notes, drafts, and engagements, in Courtenay's, 
band, to pay immense sums, specified on the papery by 
post obit bonds on his grandfather^s estate. The mag- 
nitude of these sums struck Granby with astonishment 
and indignation ; and he could not help suspecting that 
Courtenay had been maddened by intoxication before he 
•could have been brought to put his hand to that which 
would render him for life a beggar. , 

^^ Are these all ?" said Granby, laying his hand upon 
them. 

" Are you not satisfied ?" was the answer. 

^' Not yet. I demand an acknowledgment, in your 
hand^writing, that you have no further claim to any 
sums yet unpaid| that may have been won by you. from 
Courtenay." 

Tyrrel answered only by a glance of unutterable 
l^ge — ^wrote the required acknowledgment — ^and saw 
it fi1i|^ki|ft g d by^Granby. 

« ^* And&w, kind cousin-," he said, with a forced, 
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ironical composure, *^ I must also be satisfied in my 
turn. I ask your promise, your written promise, Sir, 
that you will never reveal to human being, the— the" — ' 
(passion and shame half choked his utterance) — ^^ the 
history of this night/^ 

^^ You shall t have it,'' said Granby ; and he wrote, 
and gave it. Tyrrel received it with an insulting smile. 
^ .'Tis well,'? said he, '^ and now I laugh at future 
malice." 

" Malice ! Tyrrel," said Granby, " I bear you none. 
I ac^ in sorrow rather than in anger. 1 Heve for 
you — I pity^you." ^ 

" I scorn your pity !" cried Tyrrel, furiously. — 
'' Wretch ! would you grind me to the dust, and see me 
writhe beneatt^ the pity of such as you ? I laugh at your 
forbearance.' You have not my thanks — ^you have my 
curses for it. It is your mean groveling pride that saves 
me from exposure. You will not brand the head of 
your house. No, no! — ha! ha!" — (and he laughed 
wildly) — " who would have .thought that my blood 
would have stood me in such good part ? Hence ! 
away ! sweep from my sit^ht that hellish trash for which 
I sold myself! It and you are poison to me. I hate you 
deeply—bitterly — eternally ! Ha ! do you disbelieve ? 
'Tis true — true as there is a hell. Do you now know 
it for the first time ? Then learn, blind fool ! that you 
have deemed yourself the friend of one who could have 
stabbed you while he shook your hand. Know that you 
are, and ever have been, the object of my mortal hatred 
—that I loathe — I detest you — that my blood curdles 
at you with abhorrence !" and he faamed with frantic 
yiolence. 

"Tyrrel, I never gave you cause," said Granby, 
shocked and astounded at this dreadful ebullition of 
rage. « 

" No cause, did you say ?" replied Tyrrel, grinding 
his teeth with an almost insane expression of fury. ^^ No 
cause ! an eternal one ! But you don't know it — and 
may you never. You area viper! a loathsome pevfilen* 
tial viper^ crawling ever in my path. You hs^urit iPjr 
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drAittis ; you poison even my daily pleasures. Do you 

refflember the shudder of detestation with which 1 first 

cast my eyes upon you V^ - 

V '^'Surely, I had not harmed you then? Tyrrel, explain 

yourself."^ 

Tyrrel seemed to start, as if a sudden recollection 
crossed him. A marked change took place in his coun- 
tenalice, and anger appeared to be lost at once under 
the mastery of some more powerful passion* 

" It was my presentiment,^^ said he, in an altered tone, 
while hSeatures stiffened into rigid, gloomy ferocity. 
" You ffl^e done your office, — go — leave me.*' 

Granby silently took the papers, and moved towards 
the door. His face was averted from his cousin, and 
his hand already on the lock. He was about to take a 
last, perhaps an eternal leave. Thoughts rushed fast 
upon him — thoughts that would have filled whole days 
were pressed into a second. He had indignation boiling 
at his heart : but the swell of grief was still more pow- 
erful, and old affection was not yet cold. Tears were 
rising in his eyes, and he drew his hand hastily across 
them* He stepped back towards Tyrrel — *' God for* 
give youP' were his last words ; *^ farewell^ — perhaps for 
ever ;'' and with one short, sorrowing look, be turned 
away, and the .door closed after him* 



CHAPTER II. 

Tfaoogli with their high wronp I am strock to Uie qoick, 

Yet with my nobler reason '^^alnst my injury . 

Do I take mot j the rarer action is 

In Turtne tnan m Tengeanee.— Tbb Tbmpbst. 

Gramby rose the next morning, after a short night of 
stupor rather than of sleep, fatigued in mind and body, 
and iU-prepared for the distressing interview with 
Courtenay, which he still had to undeiigo. The past 
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scenes had not expeuded all the bitterness of his tD^qg 
situation- — much was still reserved. He was goin^ un- 
der the guise of friendship, to one whom in his heart he 
must now abhor. Rival is a hateful name — but a dark 
slanderous supplanter — ab ancient friend still masking 
rivalship under the cloak of kindness ! what reptile could 
be more abhorrent ! 

And yet with all these painful views there was mingled 
a seiise of satisfaction, nay, even of triumph, in Uius 
being able to practise one of the most sublime and dis* 
tinguishing precepts of the Christian faith, in nobly ren- 
dering good for evil. But he also felt that he but im- 
perfectly QKecuted this glorious injunction* His illus- 
tration, however bright, had more of semblance than of 
truth ; for he was conscious that he did not in his heart 
forgive. But such, alas ! is human nature, which still 
shows its weakness even in its most transcendent mo- 
ments.; for few indeed are those in whom the noblest 
acts of charity are not alloyed with imperfection. 
•' And now an anxious question was suggested. Should 
* he intimate the suspicion of his wrongs, and call on 
. Courtenay for redress ? Powerful as the temptation was, 
his generous heart revolted at the thought, and he inter- 
nally and resolutely answered, no. He would never 
/stoop to sully hit) present act of benevolence by casting 
charges in the teeth of him whom he af{ected to relieve. 
To employ the advantages which chance had given him 
-*^to make conditional the redemption of his character 
— ^to drive a bargain of recompense, and purchase excul- 
pation at the price of his rival's deliverance from ruin— *• 
from acts like these he shrunk with abhorrence.—" If 
he has wronged me," said he, " let his own self-accusing 
conscience work his punishment, and teach him to re- 
pair his fault: from me he shall never meet reproach.'' 
He then Teflected on the mournful fatality by which 
the very circumstance of Courtenay 's distress, however 
apparently unconnected with the mysterious displeasure 
of Caroline, still conspired to debar him from arriving 
at a knowledge of the truth. 

At the appointed hour, Granby set joixt to call upon 
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VftfMMkf. On enlMitig flie room, he found kim mg' 
. iilpecitly dressed, wi& eyes sank and heavy in token of 
a slee^ptess night, looking pale, ha^rd, and dispirited, 
liiis bead Testing on bis hand, and a half*written letter 
lying on the taoie befiire him. 

*M am glad you arecome^-^I thank you for this;'' 
said Courtenay, in a low sad tone, rising to receive 
<3)ranby, and pressing his band as he spoke. 

Oranby could not return the pressure — ^it was painfiti 
tb receive it ^' I do but fulfil my promise,^' said be, 
ipravely. '^ My visit is not one of mere condolence :fit 
"jhas another object — an important one ; and wb^n tlnit 
is accomplished, it must end/* ^ / ; 

^ An object ! an important one !'' said Courtenaj^, 
frembliug with fear and hope. ; . 

^'¥es, Courtenay ; but J first demand a solemn p{o«^ 
mise, which may perhaps startle you, but on whyti, . 
nevertheless, I shall firmly insist, before 1 explain JJ&b "r 
business upon which I come. I ask your promise tqxif-- 
tiounce from henceforth all communication with mp:.; 
cousin Tyrrel. I see you are surprised af this reqvTest ; f 
/but understand that it is one upon the granting of wb&fh* ' 
your future welfare must depend, it is my primarry <;&- - 
dition. Refuse me that, and 1 must withhold the jiaj^i- 
iiess I have in store for you." : : ♦ ' 

Courtenay looked irresolute. *^ He has been ind&3^. f ; 
a dangerous acquaintance," said he, " but — to renou^VfV* 
entirely his acquaintance ! May not I even^ speak ft o' :■ 
■Wm?" • . •-!^ ■ 

" No, Courtenay— my condition upon that po^nt^is. 7 
absolutcu I. have reasons for it> so powerrul, that if 
-you heard them you would not for an instant hesitate to 
comply. But. those reasons I may not explain. Rest 
\ assured that I, the near relation of Tyrrel, iVduldnotin- ■ 
sist upon these conditions, were I not influenced by cir- -y 
cumstances of more 1;han ordinary weight." . * 

A light seemed to break in upon Courtenay. ^^ Say 
•no more," said he, " I promise." 

" 'Tis well," said Granby ; " and now Courtenay 1 
*wQl relate the ofrand upon which I come» --Quttot let 
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me say, that if I do not aiko saddle you wiih a promise 

from benc^rth to reBoonce play, it is because I trust 

that your preseot sufiferii^ wiM sufficieotiy deter you 

from such a course, and tbe warning will not bave been 

fraitless. And now,'' said be, producing the notes and 

papers^ *^ look care&illy over these, and teii me if they y 

iDcIade all your losses of last night^' 

Courtenay gazed atuhe papers, and at Grauby, in 
mute as^onisbiiiefit, as if unable rightly to comprdbend 
his roeao1ng« 

^'Examine them,'' jrepeated G-ranby, " examine them, 
and return your answer.'' 

The colour came and went on Courtenay's cheek, as 
he complied with this demand, and his hand trembled as 
he turned over the papers. ^^ They contain all I lost,^' 
said he, at length, ^' but why," he added, with a flush of 
shame, ^' why do you ask? — ^and why are they pro- 
duced? It may be difficult to conceal it, but I could 
still wish to hide fron$ you in its full extent my folly and 
its consequences." 

'^ You will soon have reason to thank heaven that 
your wish was not granted. Courteuay, those notes and 
bonds are once more your's. You are not ruined — ^^our 
losses are remitted — and iiere, in Tyrrel's writing, is iin 
acknowledgment that he now considers you to owe him 
nothing." 

Courtenay beard with breathless attention. His coun* 
tenance assumed an expression of emotion which it would 
be difficult to define ; an ejaculation of gratitude half es- 
caped him ; and then his featuret^ quivered, and he sunk 
on a chair, and buried his face in his hands. 

Granby regarded him in silence — heard a deep and 
stifled sob— and saw a tear trickle through his fingers. 
His own feelings, as he thus observed him, experienced 
frequent and violent changes; Now, he viewed htm as the 
former friend, and now again as the suspected slanderer 
— one instant he would burn with deep and fiery indig- 
nation against the man who had blighted all his budding 
blossomspf happiness ; and thena better feeling would re^ 
turn, and his heart warm towards the bumbled, 8e^*re- 
preaching being whom his own baud had raised from ruin* 
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Courtenay, after the first burst of emotion had in some 
degree subsided, rose from his seat and fervently pressed 
Granby's band. 7 He was the first to speak, though his 
labouring feelings half denied an utterance to his words. 

c^Granby," he said, ^^ I cannot thank you as I ought. 
You have saved me from destruction. I never can re- 
pay the debt I owe you. I judge how my deliverance 
was effected ; but I will ask nothing, nor will I ever 
utter what I think. Silence on that point is due to you, 
and 'tis a small part, Granby, of my debt. Do not think 
me cold or sparing in proifessions. — I feel too deeply 
what I owe you, to express fluently my sense of it. AU 
that I would say to you seems inadequate. But you 
will understand me, Granby; you will not think the 
worse of an old friend, for want of words to tell his 
thanks.*' 

" No," said Granby, in a grave tone, " I shall not 
think the worse of ypu for that, I did my duty and am 
satisfied. I do not want profuse thanks. I value deeds 
— not words." 

"And by deeds my gratitude shall be shown," said 
Courtenay. *' Direct me as you will ; point out the 
course, and I will take it. You have restored me to 
the power of acting, and it is fit you should govern my 
proceedings. Name your wish and I will do it." 

" I make no terms," said Granby, coldly. " Probe 
your conscience, and that will best direct you, Courte- 
nay;" and as he said this, he cast upon him a keen look 
at wc(/of scrutiny and scorn. 

Courtenay did not steadily withstand it. His coun- 
tenance fell, and he turned away with a deep sigh. "I 
do," said he, at length, " and it accuses me as much, and 
more perhaps, than you can do. I am not blind to my 
own errors. I have shamefully yielded to an infatua- 
tion, which at its first approach I might have resisted. I 
have suffered myself to be hood-winJked by a— but no — 
no matter — ^he is your relation, and I will say no more. 
Some might try to screen their conduct under the name 
of folly, rather than of wickedness ; but it is wickedness, 
and sorely has it been punished. Even to regain one's 
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losses is but a feeble recompense. There is no recom- 
pense for the anidoas days, the sleepless nights, the 
fevered,- racked, agitated spirits, struned to torture. 
And then those sudden, terrible alterations of hope and 
fear — at one moment, despair, that weighs one as it 
were to die earth, and then a short glimpse of triumph 
and joy — but, vile, moody, horrid joy - the joy of a devil 
rather than a man. Oh, Granby, I cannot describe 
what I have felt, nor can you understand it all^— f(^ you 
have never felt it — and may- you never. But it is past, 
ihank Grod — the misery is past, and with it the infi^a- 
tion. I will look forward cheerfully ; and if you, Granby, 
will sdD he my friend, I may yet be happy — ^happier thaa 
I deserve.'* 

^< 1 would be your friend,'^ said Granby, ^* but not in 
mere appearance, Courtenay — not the mere convenient 
friend, to be worn with the best gloss on, and thrown 
aside like a cast off glove." 

^< Granby, I know I have much to answer for. I have 
neglected you ; I know it ; and if I repented it before, 
think how I must repent it now. But, Granby, hear the 
real fact: I durst not meet you — I confess it most hum* 
bly> My conscience accused me so bitterly, that 1 fett 
as if I could not see you with the same composure and 
c(mfidence as before." 

Granby attentively regarded him, as if expecting a 
confession. But Courtenay relapsed info mournful 
silence, folded his arms, and sighed heavily. Granby 
moved towards the door, as if to depart, and Courtenay 
recovering from his fit of abstraction, stepped forward 
to prevent him. <<Do not go yet," said he ; ^^ say first 
that I may still consider you my Mend." 

" Courtenay," refdied Granby, in a severe tone, <' if 
your own heart sincerely tells you that I have, not' shown 
myself deficient in good (^ces towards you, and you 
have not made an ill return — if you are still what once I 
thought you, you may consider me your friend. Bui 
iny eyes have become more vigilant of late, and my 
feelings, too, perhaps more keen. I will not tamety be 
deceived. I will not be the friend of *--«^^ slanderer 
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and hypocrite were on his tongue, but he remembered 
his resolution, and suppressed the accusation. 

"A gambler, did you mean to say? Well, be it so — 
I am not worthy, I confess, that you should regard me 
as you once did. You cannot think more meanly of me 
than I do of myself. Your opinion of me may have 
been widely changed, and well it may; but I qnust'ever 
preserve for you that grateful r^ard which I now feel." 

*^ I cannot judge of your present feelings," said 
Granby. 

*^ Do you then think that I am hot grateful, Granby ? 
Say any thing but that. I do not know whether I have 
expressed myself property, but I thought at any rate you 
would supply what was deficient. I could have said 
more — much more; but I thought you did not seem to 
wish it." 

** No, Courtenay, you have said enough; and now 
farewell,'' said he, extending his hand. 

^ Say first," said Courtenay, grasping it, "that you 
believe me grateful." 

Granby covered his eyes with his hand, and a mo- 
mentary struggle seemed to agitate his mind. " I do," 
he replied, "and now farewell. May you be happy and 
successful in every worthy endeavour ; and if you sacri- 
fice my friendship, it is a trivial sacrifice, and may you 
find others to replace it." Then looking at him steadily 
and mournfully, and with one more pressure of the 
band, he left the room. 

The impressions Granby received during this last in- 
terview, were gloomy and dispiriting. He was touched 
by the sense of Courtenay's misery; and compassion 
struggled hard at times with jealousy and indignation. 
But there was in 'Courtenay's manner a conscious acqui- 
escence in the justness of his rebukes, which recaUed 
his doubts, and might well appear to justify suspicion. 
Was Courtenay's application of them to his gambling 
offences sincere and real ? or was it but a cloak to ac- 
count for the embarrassment which he could not con- 
ceal ? These were questions which he laboured fruit- 
lessly to decide. 



Gra&by occupied himself the more with these specu- 
lations, because he felt that they rendered him less sen- 
sible of the desolate nature of his situation : for when 
he turned to look upon that, what a deserted being did 
he appear ! And yet he half wondered why he felt so^* 
In London, the centre of society and amusement, in 
possession of a large acquaintance, the loss of five, nay, 
three individuals, had made that busy world to him a 
wilderness. There was the Jermyn family ; — ^they were 
lost to him. Of the parents he thought not much — but 
Caroline ! that was indeed a blow. There was Cou^e- 
nay — one whom he had long and intimately known — 
whose character he had once esteemed — whose society 
was so agreeable to him ; — lie was worse than lost — a • 
thorn 'm his side — a rival — a foe under the mask of 
friendship ; and though he had long dispensed with his 
society, the loss came heaviest on him now. Then 
there was Tyrrel — a case still more cruel — the near 
relation — the friend so earnest in profession — to whom 
he had begun to cling with a brother's love. Here the , 
reverse was horrible : infamy in the place of hon- 
our — instead of a support, a blot— instead of friendship, 
deadly hate — hate rankling he knew not why — ever 
homing, and long concealed under the semblance of 
affection. 

Each of these cases was sufficiently agitating ; but the 
combination of them was desolating and oppressive, to a 
degree that seemed to shut out comfort. It is true, he 
had many other acquaintance whom he esteemed, and 
at other times was pleased to see; but in this present 
wayward state of gloom, they all alike seemed valueless. 
He had been cruelly deceived by those on whom he 
most relied; and why look for consolation in others, 
from' whom he could have less expected it ? He seemed 
a solitary being. London became hateful to him.. Every 
favourite resort recalled past scenes of melancholy re- 
sult. Recreation lost its zest ; society became a blank ; 
and town a sort of hateful prison, from which he was 
eager to escape. There was nothing to detain him; . 
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and accordingly, a few days after his last interview with 
Courtenay, he quitted London. 



CHAPTER III. . 

The world has been long amnsed by the mention of policy in public trans* 
netioos, «nd ef ^art in priyate af&irs ; thej haewe b«en conndered as Ihe real 
^eets ef great qualities, and as onattainswle by men of the cinnmoB le?eL 
Yet I hare not foond many performances, either of art or policjr, that required 
auch atnpendoos efforts of intellect, as might not have been effected foj filse- 
hood ana unpudenise, without the luuistaofie of any oflier poweia. 

Johnson. 

We must now return to trace the dark and devious 
course of Tyrrel, with the real depravity of^ whose 
character past circumstances have already acquainted 
us. It will be remembered, that in a previous con- 
versation between Granby and his uncle, on the sub- 
ject of Tyrrel, it was stated by the former, that on his 
first introduction, Tyrrel evinced considerable coldness, 
which was, however, afterward exchanged for that 
friendly warmth of manner which in the end so effectu- 
ally conciliated the affections of his cousin* 

It must now be stated, that TyrrePs first manner, 
however repulsive, was more praiseworthy than his 
subsequent conduct. The first was the natural expres- 
sion of his true feelings; the second was the deliberate 
result of treacherous design. TTbe feeUngs with which 
he met Granby for the first time, singular as it may ap- 
pear, were those of the most determined hatred — a 
hatred which the unexpectedness of the rencontre did 
not allow him utterly to suppress. He had not .at the 
moment considered the parthe.was to act; but a fevir 
hours of calm reflection enabled him to digest his plans, 
to smooth his brow, and call into exercise those pjiant 
powers of dissimulation, with which few .persons were 
imore amply endowed. 

The result of bis deliberation was, a treacherous de- 
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sign to gain the friendsbip and confidence of his coasin, 
and by the seductive influence of play to lure him on- 
ward to his ruin* Granby, he knew, had not much to 
lose, nor were his expectations from his uncle by any 
menus com^iderable.^ His qualifications for a pigeon, 
on the score of fortune, were not therefore very evi- 
dent; and oh this' account it is probable that it was 
rather in TyrrePs contemplation, to obtain an ascen- 
dancy over his victim, than to ^ain immediate advan* 
tage of a pecuniary nature* He saw with regret that 
Granby's mind was not strongly tinctured with a love 
of play, and .that any violent exhibition of that passion 
in himself, would put his cousin on his guard, and pro* 
bably induce him to dissolve that intimacy, which for 
so vile a purpose he laboured to cement. He, there- 
fore, cautiously kept out of sight the formidable extent 
of his own proceedings, and instead of alarming his 
companion by the abrupt display of hundreds, carelessly 
lost and won, he delicately strove to excite and cherish 
the dormant passion by the frequent application of 
triiSing bets, which he artfully laid on the losing side« 

This plan was partially successful ; and Tyrrel, after 
joyfully observing the increased avidity with which 
these easy baits were taken, determined to commence 
the siege ; and accordingly opened his first parallel 
with the whist party at his cgvn rooms. The failure 
of this coi^ d*essai we have already witnessed. He 
had been too hasty in his measures^ His destined vic- 
tim was not ripe for plunder ; and fearful of discoveryi 
should he repeat the same attack, or what was almost 
a8 bad, suspicion, he cast about for other means, and 
resolved, if possible, to act through the medium of 
another person. 

For this purpose he selected Gourtenay ; and there 
were many circumstances to confirm his choice. He 
bad much to lose, was of an easy temper, fond of play, 
and the friend of Granby. Tyrrel could enrich him- 
self with his spoils, and then, having got him completely 
in his power, would use \k\m as a speciea of decoy to 
draw Granby into, the same snare* 

VOL. II. 3 
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The apparent ruin in which he involved Courtenay, 
and the consequent despair to which he drove him,, 
may seem to militate against this design. But Tyrrel 
did not intend that the ruin should be real, or the de^ 
spair lasting. He fully intended on the following morn- 
ing to have restored to Courtcnay a considerable part 
of the losses of the preceding night ; consisting of sums 
which he had not the present means of paying, and en- 
gagements for their discharge^ which Tyrrel obtained 
not so much with a view of rendering them available 
in a pecuniary point of view, as for the purpose of 
terrifying his victim into a sense of absolute depen- 
dency. He then, with apparent generosity, would have 
remitted what was of no immediate use ; thereby esta- 
blishing, as he expected, a powerful hold on his com- 
paiiion's mind; and this he intended still to strengthen, 
by the loan of money tp supply his immediate necessi* 
ties. Then, by the assistance of certain accommodating 
Jews of his acquaintance, he doubted not that he should 
soon be able to lead Courtenay into such a maze of 
(Embarrassment and vice, as should preclude escape 
from his trammels. He should then engage him to as- 
sist in the furtherance of his designs on Granby ; and 
thus assailed by the (wo nK>st intimate of his friends, 
Granby, he thought, would surely fall. . 

But there was one circumstance above all Others, 
which appeared to Tyrrel to present a serious obstacle 
to the accomplishment of his designs on Granby; and 
this was, the attachment of his cousin to Miss Jermyn 
— ^an attachment by which bis mind would be rendered 
less accessible to the insidious fascinations of play. 
In order, therefore, that he might succeed, it was ne- 
cessary that this attachment should be suppressed, and 
the hopes of an allfance quenthed tor ever in Granby's 
breast. 

. After the confirmation of his previous suspicions by 
the disclosure of the lock of hair, he seriously began 
to devise means for counteracting the dreaded union. 
It was desirable, in the^rst place, that he should esta* 
blish himself as soon as possible on a familiar footing 
with the Jermyn family. This he found no difficulty 
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in effecting ; nor was it likely that be should* He was 
a sort of relation, and a relation whom, though distant, 
they were happy to ackbowledge^ He was also a man 
of rank and fortune, good address, and one who knew 
the world, and was much seen in society. 

It had been whispered, indeed, that Tyrrel played ; 
but so did many fashionable people. And if he did, 
what was that to them ? Caroline remembered, too, 
the harsh remark on Tyrrel's oharacter, made in her ^ 
hearing by Trebeck at Hemingsworth. But Trebeck 
was so n^uch in the habit of saying very severe things, 
of persons whom she had heard well spoken of in other 
quarters, that she was not inclined to place much reli- 
ance on his opinion. 

Thus, therefore, in spite of all that the busy world had 
whispered to his disadvantage, Tyrrel ensured to him- 
self an uniformly good reception from every member of 
the Jermyn family. Sir Thomas Jermyn liked him for 
lending such a patient ear to his ofl-repeated intermina- 
ble advice, to get, like him, a seat in parliament. Lady 
Jermyn liked him because he nfSLS somebody^ and a good 
partiey and fashionable, and all that. And Caroline-— 
she had her reason too: — she liked him because he was 
Granby's cousin^ 

The intimacy which Tyrrel thus established, he was 
careful to conceal from Granby, and seldcpm spoke to 
him unsolicited about the Jermyns, or talked much 
to them in his presence. He became, as Granby bad 
with pain observed^ less comnnunicative respecting his 
engagements, and began to devote those mornings, 
which he uraed to pass with him^to the cqmp^Tkj of 
Courtenay, and an occasional hour with Lady Jermyn 
and her daughter. "< 

In the presence of the latter, Tyrrel uniformly spoke of 
Granby with .the kindness natural to such near relation- 
ship ; hinted many trivial foibles, but always laughed 
good-humouredly, and seemed disposed to palliate them; 
and though be never gave an imposing picture of his 
cousin, he was always careful not to present them with 
an unamiable one. In short, from the tone of his con- 
versation, a stranger would have gathered, that Gr^b^ 
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wafl a good tort of youth, not overburthened with intel- 
lect, (or whom Tyrrel coi^id not help feeling a sort of 
liking, although at the same time he rather deepiaed 
him. 

We say a stranger would have gathered this impres- 
sion from TyrrePs remarks on Granby ; because in fact 
they failed in conveyiag this idea to the mind of Caro- 
line. Her previous opinion of Granby so fiiUy occu- 
pied* her mind, that she was quite unable to admit ano- 
ther so dissimilar. That Tyrrel should despise Granby, 
was to her so inconceivable, that she never gave room 
to the supposition ; and, for her, TyrrePs insidious, 
-well«aimed blows at the d^;nity of his relation, fell 
pointless. 

But there were other impressions respecting Granby » 
which Tyrrel laboured to convey, in which he was in- 
finitely more successful, and to which her jealous love 
had made her feelingly alive. He represented Granby 
4n all the vmrious lights in which he could be viewed by 
the eye of love with most dissatisfaction. He described 
him as being, in scenes from which she was absent, gay, 
light-hearted, and eager for amusement; generally 
capricious in bis taste, and obviously inconstant in his 
attachments. He made him a sort of male coquet : but 
in so doing took care to strip him of the more captivating 
features of that character. He drew him as the seeker, 
father thnn the soui^ht ; not as one whose powers of 
pleasing had encouraged him in a pursuit where suc- 
cess was ever adding fresh fuel to his vanity, but as the 
heedless, restless flatterer, the nine days' captive of 
every new wonder; for ever the slave of successive 
loves at firstosight, and one whose vain and fleeting 
hmtiage generally excited the ridicule even of her who 
was its temporary otgect. 

All this it was distressing to hear ; more so perhaps 
than more seriotts charges might have been. But dis- 
tressing as it was, she durst not show the grief she felt ; 
nor if she had, could she have expected the sympathy of 
the narratof . What— should they lament that Henry 
Granby wais gay, happy, and amused ? No ; while her 
heart throUbed, and her cheek grew pale with agitation, 
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she must still force a sickly and unmeaniog smile at 
Tyrrel'ff liyelj Darrative. 

Tyrrel recalled tliese painAiI thoughts with^unmerciful 
assiduity. He knew that prudence did not permit his 
touches to be strong, and as he understood the force of 
repetition, he gave to them in frequency what they 
wanted in force and distinctness* Scarcely a beauty'4f 
the day was mentioned, but he backed his own eorn«^ 
mendations by the authority of his friend Granby ;' and 
ventured once to relate a story made up of 'misrepresent-* 
ed facts, describing Granbj's ludicrous manoeuvre's to 
secure himself an introduction to some fashionable fair 
one, and his laughable misery till he succeeded* 

In short, by frequent indirect strokes of this descrip- 
tion, did Tyrrel labour to convey t6 Caroline the same 
species of impression, whic,h by one able coup de main^ 
Trebeck had implanted in Granby^s mind. But the 
lady, to her credit be it spoken, was less credulous than 
her lover ; and though she could not impeach the vera- 
city of Tvrrel, yet she was willing to think, that in his 
lively and superficial way of looking^t his cousin's con- 
duct, he might very easily be mistaken; especially as 
he bad already shewn a defect of judgment, (in her 
opinion,) in undervaluing Granby's talents. 

In this warm, guileless confidence in a lover's truth) 
Caroline *might long have continued firm, had not Gran- 
by^ by his own conduct, impelled her to withdraw it. 
She knew what he once was, and in spite of all that 
could be said, she would fain believe him still the same. 
Bat when she saw him the infatuated follower of a vain, 
heartless coquette— -the willing worshiper of Miss Dar^ 
rell — she began to think that she it was who had been 
mistaken y and all that Tyrrel had ever dropped in con-, 
versation recurred to her with double force. 

We know the line of conduct she pursued ; we ' 

know how she Ijaboured to affect an indifierence^which 
she did not feel ; and we may guess how she suffered* . i 

Caroline's outward indifference was observed by 4 

Tyrrel with satisfaction, but it was a^satisfaction found- ^ 

ed chiefly on delusion* He Kttle knew the secret i 

3* . ^ . , 
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9triigg^8 of h^F wounded., yet stiU warm affectioQ8» He 
thodght the feelings of the softfer 8^x lay ever flick- 
f riog ooi ihe sarface, observable to. every .^ye. He 
iiA fHoJ; give them^ credit either for dep.th o£ feeliof , 
9f foil the power of coDcealiDS it. He thought he b9^4 
attained his end, and flattered nimself that Granby was 
%}iready an object of indifference to Caroline, and sopn 
to b^ forgotten by her. 

. Haying thus obtained one object, another soon pre* 
sented itself* He had heard, or read the observation, 
that at 00 period are we more susceptible of attach- 
ment than after the subsiding of the first burst of dis- 
appointment, caused by the unprosperous termiaation 
of a former passion. This he thought was precisely 
the case with Miss Jermyn, and were he disposed to 
play the suitor, no time could be better than the present. 
He also derived additional encouragemeDt from her 
^ demeanour towards himself. It was mnk, and almost 
affectionate. She met him evidently with pleasure, 
and talked to him with less reserve than to any other 

Gentleman in whose company he had ever seen her. 
?be cause of this was plain and simple. Caroline re* 
garded Tyrrel only as the friend and relation of Granby. 
This was the principal point of view, under some 
modification, of which he never failed to appear to 
ber; aod hence all her ideas respecting him were in- 
sensibly derived. Springing as they did, from such a 
source, they could not fail to be agreeable. Between 
her and Tyrrel there seemed to arise a secret bond of 
union, in mutual regard for Granby* Hence her open 
friendliness of manner — ^^hence her air of confidence. 
All the coquettish delicacies of love were banished 
utterly from her mind. She never thought of treating 
Tyrrel as one who might become her suitor. He 
seemed, by his relationship to Granby, to. be within 
that closei-drawn pale which must preclude Jth^very 
notion of a nearer connexion* 

All this did Caroline feel ; but Tyrrel could not see 
it» He was a man of quickness^ and addre8.s,«nd no 
mean judge of character. Few were better qualified 
for the defensive warfare of society, or could with 



more acateness penetrate deceit* But it was with the 
worst parts of human nature that Tyrrel was the best 
acqttai&ted^-*4t8 softer features frequently escaped hinst 
With all his exterior refioement, he had an innate 
coarseness of sentiment, that prevented him from ana^ 
Ijzing the delicate mazes of a female heart. He view* 
ed it with a cold, dull, generalizing eye. He under- 
stood, as well as most, the hackneyed tactics of gallantry ; 
but a certain obtuseness of mental vision, concealed 
from him the finer springs of action with which a 
woman^s breast is fraught. A heart like Caroline's 
was to him inscrutable* He could not penetrate the 
delicacy of it's sentiments, and accordingly drew from 
her behaviour only these two unqualified facts — that 
she had ceased to care for Granby, and that his own 
society was agreeable to her. . 

It now also occurred to him, that she was very pretty 
and attractive, and therefore one with whom it was ex- 
cusable to fall in love ; and that she was heiress appa- 
rent to a considerable fortune, and therefore one whom 
it was desirable to marry. With a mind made up on 
these points, he began to increase the frequency of his 
morning visits, and endeavoured to glide quietly in the 
character of an ^^ami de maison*^^ He now, too, be- 
gan to direct his conversation rather more exclusively 
than heretofore to Caroline. 

Lady Jermyo saw all this ; but had no intention of 
interfering, it was exactly the sort of^case in which 
she might safely gain some credit by forbearance, and 
make amends for past violence on her daughter's af* 
factions, by leaving her, in this instance, to do exactly 
as she liked. 



CHAPTER IV. 

PQ deriie Mmie honest jdaader 
To fltaia.nky cousin wiUi ; one dotji not know 
How mucli an ill woid may empoison liking. 

Much ajoq avqvt Nqtsing. 

On the day previous to the diimer party at Mrs. 
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Dormer's, where Granby met the Jcrrayns, Tyrrel 
called at Sir Thomas Jermyn's, and having ascertained 
from the servant, that Sir Thomas and Lady Jermyn 
were both of them from home, and that only Miss 
Jermyn was left within, contrary to custoni in such 
cases, wer>t in, and was shown into the drawing room, 
where he found Caroline sitting alone. 

An opportunity so tempting was not to be resisted ; 
and as Tyrrel had a great idea of the eiSicacy of a 
coup de main^ after a few preliminary declarations of 
his high consideration, admiration, and love, and a few 
little encomiums on her manifold perfections, he made 
at once an offer of his hand. 

Caroline listened to his proposal with an air of 
unqualified astonishment. Wonder was her prevailing 
sentiment. Tyrrel saw her perplexity, though he did 
not understand its cause — assured her he was serious — 
and repeated, with additional force, his protestations 
of unalterable love. 

" Mr. Tyrrel !" said Caroline, still almost breathless 
with surprise and embarrassment, " you do me great 
honour — but indeed — I was not prepa^ned for this — I 
never regarded you in this light — 1 mver even thought 
it probable — " / 

'" But you will not," interposed Tyrrel, eagerly, 
" you will not suffer the unexpectedness of my proposal 
to be any bar to my future happiness ? You shall have 
ample time to view me in this new light. I will not 
press for an immediate answer. I shall pass a painful 
period of suspense, it is true ; but 1 shall make the 
sacrifice with pleasure, if it will be any satisfaction to 
your mind. 1 hink further — think at your leisure, and 
alone, oh all that I have had the boldness to say. I 
trust that time will aid ojy cause." And so saying, he 
manifested an intention to depart, 

" No, Mr. Tyrrel," said Caroline, with recovered 
firmness and composure, ^'you shall not go away with 
this impression. Surprised as i am^the longest delibera- 
tion could not enable me to return you a more decisive 
answer than I can give at thia moment. I must posi- 
tively refuse your offer." / 
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"Dear Mm Jdrmyn! on what account?^' said 
Tyrrel, wiib miogled surprise and disappointmeot. 

^^ I am sorry that you should have asked im that 
question,^' replied Caroline. ^^ I thought yo;i muat 
have oaderstoodi from the terms on which we alwaja 
met, that nothing like attachment,^' said she, blushing 
deeper at the word, ^^ could ever exist between us. 
We have been used to converse familiarly, and have 
maintained terms of perfect friendship ; and I can^ay, 
with great sincerity, that I have never seen any thing 
in your character that deserves to forfeit my esteem. 
But still I must tell you frankly, I do not feel towards 
you those sentiments which I, must feel towards the 
man whom I can ever think of as my future husband.' 

*^ Permit me to ask you. Miss Jermyn, if that is your 
only reason for refusing me V* said Tyrrel, in a dry in* 
quiring tone. 

^< At any rate. Sir, it is a sufficient bne," she replied. 

" Perhaps," pursued be, not choosing to attend to 
her reply, <<you have no general disinclination to the 
marrii^ state ; and such a proposal might not have 
been unacceptable from another person ?" 

Caroline coloured deeply. *• I cannot. Sir,'* replied 
she, indignantly, *^ consider you justified in asking such 
a question; and on that account I shall refuse to 
answer it.'* 

'*I will not presume lo dispute that point,'' said 
Tyrrel, with a bow ; " but it is certunly not an irrele- 
vant question, or an unimportant one. It is of no 
slight moment to the feelings of tbe rejected person.^' 

^' I also have feelings," faid Caroline, ** which have 
some claim to .consideration." 

Tyrrel returned no immediate answer. The whole 
truth presented itself to his mind. He saw that the 
love which he thought cold, was only smothered for a 
while. He saw, ^at if he was rejected^ it was for 
Granby's sake alone, and that It was probably not so 
much his own merit, as the relationship with Granby^ 
ff^hich had procured him her regard. 

Wounded pride, mortified ambition, malice, revenge, 
and the hatred which he bore to Qxjxi^\>j9 now rose in 
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quick succession in his mind. He walked once or 
twice across the room before iie again addressed her. 

<<Miss Jermyn,'' saidhe, at length, " I am satisfied. I 
give you full credit for being explicit ; but more I am 
not disposed to grant. I had heard that consistency 
was not a female virtue ; but you had made me doubt 
it till now. Caprice may have its charms for some, 
and to such I leave it. You have deceived me, Miss 
Jermyn — I do not say wilfidlyy but you have deceived 
me nevertheless." 

"My sentiments," said Caroline, "hava* never been 
changed to your disadvantage. They have never been 
more favourable to you than they are now. ' But I will 
say no more," said she, with emotion, — " I am not re- 
quired to defend myself against every assertion which 
you may choose to make.*' 

" No, Miss Jermyn,". replied Tmel, " you are not 
bound to offer any explanation, rerhaps," he added, 
with a malicious smile, "it is I who rather ought to 
account for my behaviour ; and considering the displea- 
sure which it appears to have excited, f cannot refrain 
from so doing.* Indeed, I can again say, that I have 
been deceived. I have had wrong impressions given me 
Jbj one who must have known you. Nay, I was^ even 
advised to propose to you — surged to it by a friend — one 
with whom you used to be tolerably well acquainted, — 
one, in fact, who was formerly an admirer, as he him- 
self told me. There can be no harm in mentioning his 
name — I mean my cousin, Henry Granby. 

Caroline, though in some degree prepared by the pre- 
ceding description, could not help starting when the 
name was uttered. " Mr. Tyrrel, what are you saying ?" 
said she, turning pale with agitation. 

"I meriely mean to say," replied Tyrrel with an 
air of cabnness, " that if I have been guilty of pre- 
sumption in making this seemingly unexpected proposal 
— ^if I have ventured to think that you were easily to 
be won — more easily than to my sorrow I find~I 
may plead, as some excuse, that I was misled by the 
suggestions of another." 

"And do you mean to tell me that this person 
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**Ye8, this person was my cousin Granby." 

« Oh, no, no, 'Hinpossible !'* exclaimed Caroline, in 
imcontroUable agony of mind. 

" Impossible ! why so Miss Jermyn 7* 

"Oh ! he would never speak of me so.|* 

V He ought not to have spoken so pf you ; that I 
admit, and the result proves it. Good as his intentions 
doubtless were, I cannot help feeling some displeasure 
at him myself, for having led me to entertain hopes that 
are now proved to be false." 

"But you must have- misunderstood him," said Caro- 
line. <^ Upon what grounds could he have said that I 
was likely to admit your addresses ?" . 

" I am sorry that you should press the inquiry, be- 
cause if you do I am afraid I shall be obliged to say that 
which may offend your delicacy. But since you desire 
it, I will tell you all.. My cousin Granby never actually 
presumed to say, that you would accept me if I offered 
myself; but discovering the bent of my wishes, he at 
various times, sometimes directly, sometimes indirectly^ 
threw in arguments to remove the diffidence I felt. I 
cannot mention the precise words he may have used ; I 
only recollect their sense. This, however, I remember 
—that one day, when my cousin had been talking a 
great deal of good-natured complimentary stuff, which I 
was fool enough to believe, about my expectations and 
so forth, and the propriety of my marrying soon and well, 
and mentioned you as the most proper object of my 
choice, (excuse my saying this, Miss Jermyn — remem- 
ber that I tell it at your request) — he then went on to say 
—(I must beg your pardon beforehand for what I am 
going to repeat,) — he went on to say, that I should have 
very little trouble in gaining your consent, for that he 
knew from circumstances which had passed, relative to 
yourself and him, that you were of a very susceptible 
disposition — * susceptible' was his word, and he smiled 
significantly as he said it." * ,4 

Caroline burst into tears. 

" Miss Jermyn," said Tyrrel, after a short pause, in a 
soothing, apologetic tone, "I entreat your pardon most 
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humbly, most sincerely, for having given you this pain. 
I did not mean to afflict you so. I never thought you 
would have felt it so keenly.'' 

" Oh ! it cannot be true,'' said Caroline, still weeping, 
" and if it is true, why is it told me ?" 

" Nay, Miss Jermyn, was it not at your request P 

<< I never expected to have heard such calumny,'' 
said Caroline, without regarding him. 

" Calumny !'* repeated Tyrrel, turning pale at the 
word, but quickly recovering his compostffe. " Ca- 
lumny is a strong word ; and I must say, in justice to 
my cousin, that 1 do not think he had any intention of 
misrepresenting you wilfully." 

<< Oh, no, no ; I am sure he had not. When I spoke 
of calumny, I did not mean calumny of myself, but of 
him. I am sure he must be falsely charged." 

" Miss Jermyn!" said Tyrrel, in a well assumed tone 
of surprise and indignation, *< this is a serious imputa- 
tion, but it is a hasty one, and I forgive it. Why should 
I wish to accuse my cousin Granby falsely? Good 
heavens ! how could you suppose it? Besides, of what 
have I accused him ? In what, after all, consists his 
crime? In a mere triffing error of judgment. No, 
JVf iss Jermyn, on his account it is but fair in me to say, 
that if there is a fault anywhere, it is not so mnch in his 
having carelessly said these idle things, as in my repeat- 
ing them to you. It is I, not he, that deserve your 
anger. I am willing to bear Oxe blame. I cannot suSer 
your displeasure to light unfairly upon an absent person. 
And furthermore allow me to say, that had I known I . 
was to be called upon for proofs, I could easily have 
procured a pretty good memorial in confirmation of my 
words — a little love token that he showed me, that per- 
haps you have by this time almost forgotten. It was a 
mere childish keep-sake, he told me — a thing that 
meant notlung — a little romantic whim of the time. I 
believe he said he asked you for it. It was of no con- 
sequence, but it only showed, as he observed, that you 
were easily wrought upon. Perhaps you may remem- 
ber it— it was a lock of your own hair.'* 
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Carotin eijfirho had listened in breathless anxiety, 
almost screamed at the mention of the lock^ and cover- 
ed her face with her hands. 

" 1 am sorry I mentioned it,'' said Tyrrel, in a soft 
compassionate tone. ^^ I see it distresses you, though I 
really do not know why it should. I am sure I imagined 
yoQ would think as lightly of it as he does. He laughed 
and talked, and joked about It, and so I thought per- 
haps would you." 
'^ And did you see it ?" said Caroline anxiously* 
"Certainly I did." 

"And did he show it you ?" she added in the same 
burriea tone. 

"Certainly — how otherwise could 1 have seen it ?" 
though I remember now, he mentioned something about 
a promise not to do so, but quite in a careless sportive 
way, so that I scarely recollected it. 1 am sure, by his 
manner, that he did not regard it as a serious promise, 
of any moment ; if he had, he certainly would have 
kept it. I can answer for it, Miss Jermyn, that my 
cousin is too much a man of honour to violate a pro- 
mise which he considered to be binding. He must not 
forfeit your good opinion for such a slight offence as this. 
I am sure he looked upon the lock of hair, as a mere 
innocent girlish gift." 

" I have heard too much of this, Sir," said Caroline ; 
" say no more 1 intreat you." 

" You shall be no longer teased by further importu^ 
nities from^ me," said Tyrrel, bowing and stepping back; 
" but say first that you forgive me for my boldness ; — 
grant that one simple favour to a rejected man. And 
poorGranby — I shall be vexed, Miss Jermyn, if I have 
been the cause of rendering you displeased with him. 
Say that you forgive him too. Poor fellow, he has sor- 
rows enough already, without being visited with your 
displeasure." 
" Sorrows ! what sorrows ?" said Caroline, eagerly. 
" Sorrows which I know how to pity*. He is a re- 
jected man, like me. That flirt, Miss Darrell, will no? 
accept him. I knew how that affair would end*" 

VOL, II. 4 
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Caroline uttered a faint exclamation — turned aif aj 
her face—and rose hastily to depart. 

^^ Pray, Miss Jermyn, do not repeat tbis,^' continued 
Tyrrel, "it would not be kind to Granby; — and be- 
sides^ the fact is not generally known." 

Caroline returned no answer, and still moved to« 
wards the door.* 

" Say that you forgive me before you go," said Tyr- 
rel, stepping before her. '* Your hand at parting- 
may not I?" satd Tyrrel. 

She extended it towards him in token of forgiveness* 
Tyrrel attempted to kiss the proffered hand ; upon 
which she hastily withdrew it, and without another 
word or look, walked instantly out of. ^he room. 

Any comment on the feelings excited in Caroline by 
this scene, would be superfluous. Of the tendency of 
those feelings we can easily judge, though not of their 
acuteness ; and we 'have already witnessed their un- 
fortunate result, in her behaviour to Graoby on the fol- 
lowing day at Mrs. Dormer's. 

Tyrrel, the guiKy c^use of her distress, after the first 
malicious glow of exultation ^t the success of his ca- 
lumnious practices, began to feel a certain fear, lest 
Car61ine in her indignation, should reproach Granby 
with his imputed sins, and thereby betray the slanderer, 
and mar his plans by an explanation. A consideration- 
of Caroline's character and habits, frequently led him 
to admit, that such a circumstance was by no means pro- 
bable; yet nevertheless he determined, if possible, to 
mar all intercourse between her and Granby. For 
this purpose he began to attach himself closely to the 
former, that he might be a constant spy upon his ac- 
tions and intercourse, in case of danger. 

The interview between Caroline and Granby, at 
Mrs. Dormer's, turned out exactly as Tyrrel wished ; 
but the invitation of Sir Thomas Jermyn struck him 
with no slight dismay. If Granby should once become 
a visiter,' detection would infallibly ensue. He made, 
as we have seen, ineffectual attempts to work upon his 
cousin's pride, and induce him to reject the pro^^red 
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civility. He then endeavoured, and succeeded in post- 
poning the visit to another day \ bu^t stil( his hopes 
were almost desperate; and it is probable that his 
purpose would have failed, but for the timely fracas at 
the Opera. This gave him an opportunity of putting 
the crown to his villanous duplicity towards Granby, 
by encouraging him to write to Sir Thomas Jermyn, 
in explanation of the circumstances just alluded to, . 
and then taking qharge of the letter, but in reality 
withholding it, and sending to Granby, as the supposed 
reply to it, that insulting note, which seemed necessarily 
to put an end to all future intercourse between the 
two families* 

Such were the extensive and insidious plans of Tyr^ 
rel, to effect the ruin of his cousin Granby ; an object 
which, according to the reader's present knowledge of 
the relative situation and prospects of the two parties, 
will seem scarcely adequate to the means employed in 
gaining it. But on this point, the course of our narra* 
tive >ill speedily open other views. 



CHAPTEH V. 

What equal torment to the griefe of miiicte, 
And pyoins; an^sh hid in gentle heart, 
That inly iefds itself with thoughts unkinde, 
And nourisheth her own consuming smart ? 
What medicine can any leeche's art 
Yield such a sore, that doth her grieyance hide, 
And will to none her mals^die impart ? 

Spenser. 

We return once more to Henry Granby, whom we 
shall now find at the house of his uncle, sad anddis- 
pirited, brooding gloomily on the past, and hopelessly 
looking towards the future. He had gone up to town 
with high hopes, and miserably had they been disap- 
pointed. He had sought amusement— be had encoun* 
tered care. He expected agreeably to ejrtend his 
circle of acquaintance ; and while gaining a few whom 
he little regarded, he had lost those whom he most 
valued. He fondly hoped to be gradually reii^state^ 
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in his former intimacy with the JermyDS. But how 
was the prospect darkened here ! He was irretrievably 
excluded from their society; and Caroline, even 
Caroline, was the least favourably disposed towards 
^ him ; and it was an aggravation of the case, that he 
knew not the cause of her displeasure. 

He frequently debated with himself^ whether he 
should acquaint the General with all the painful cir- 
cumstances that had befallen him in London. It would 
be a great comfort, to be able to communicate his sor- 
row to one so kind and liberal as his uncle. But this 
was a selfish consideration, to which he did not allow 
himself to yield. He had no right to give his uncle need- 
less pain, and destroy the generous satistaction which 
he seemed to feel in the idea that Henry bad passed 
his time in town agreeably. In his letters to his uncle 
he had studied to be g^y, and never communicated any 
but the bright and cheering side of every object ; and 
in this well-intended plan he resolved still to persevere. 

Accordingly, he said very little about the Jermyns, 
but told his uncle that they had made civil inquiries 
after him, and did not appear to have taken serious^ 
offence at the affair of the letter. Of the Opera-house 
squabble, and the subsequent note, he made no men- 
tion, — thinking that such a disclosure would only tend 
to exasperate his uncle, from whose interference in 
such a case he could not look for benefit. 

He preserved the same silence with respect to 
Tyrrel, and his offence. Indeed he doubted whether 
he was not bound to this by his promise ; as he had 
made no reservation in favour of the General. But 
though he kept from his uncle's sight his various sub- 
jects of uneasiness, and strove to speak on every topic 
that occurred, if not with gayety, at least with content- 
ment; yet were his efforts ineffectual, and vainly did 
he strive to assume in appearance the cheerfulness 
which he did not feel. ^ 

His depression did not escape the GeneraPs eyes. 
He had hoped that society woiild not have, been vrith- 
out U9 use, ia i^wakening the energies of his nephew; 
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and upou obserring the recurrence of his farmer me- 
lancholy, began to be uneasy on hits account. He fre- 
quentlyblsitned himself for havingtbwartedbis nephew's 
wish to enter a profi^s^ion; the stimulus of vrhich^ he 
now thotight, would probably haire been effectual in 
coanteracting the growing evil of depression. He al- 
most doubted whether he had not judged amtss^in not 
having even compelled him to embrace some active 
tjourse of life. "Heaven .know8»" said he, "I have 
acted as I thought for the best, — with good intentions, 
if not with wise ones. I have done all I could for the 
boj,and ever will, please God. He thinks perhaps that 
I oilght liot to have brought him up inidleness: but he 
cannot know my reasons for doing so, nor may I tell 
them to him yet; but the time will come, and soon per- 
haps." 

The old man sighed as he said this, and he took an 
early opportnnity of sounding his nephew on the sub- 
ject of entering a profession. But the incentive which 
before had proved so powerful in Henry's breast was 
now lost, and despondency had chilled and paralyzed 
his once keen spirit of exertion. He therefore replied 
with languid indifference to his uncle's inquiries, and 
professed with truth to have no disposition for any par') 
ticular line of employment. 

Satisfied on this point, the General's benevolent 
mhid wais soon at work to devise some other remedy 
that might prove suitable to his nephew's case; He 
remembered the delight with which Henry frequently 
recurred to his former tour on the continent; and 
cheerfully sacrificing the pleasure whice he felt in his 
society, strongly urged him to go abroad. 

Henry liked the idea of this ad much as in his pre- 
sent state of mind he was disposed to like any thing ; 
but having been latterly so long separated from his un- 
cle, he felt sojjdQ scruples about leaving him. The 
General, however, made such a point of his travelling, 
that Henry eventually complied ; and aboiit a month 
after his return from London set out for the contitient. 

« Foyo^y" ^Bj^ Madame d6 SCaeI» ^^est^ qu(dqit<m 
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mdsse dire, m dei plw tristes pUArirs de la «ie;" and so 
in truth it in, to those who use it as the means of flying 
from that unhappy, morbid self which the;f must ever 
carry with them. To such as these, to travel is but 
<>to drag a lengthening chain;" and the home-siclc re- 
pining of the wearied tourist, is ever adding frasli fuel to 
his former malady. The separation from our friends, 
which travel necessarily induces, must throw some 
gloom across its pleasure ; but its natural influence is 
cheering. Perhaps, of all amusements, it alone has the 
property of lengthening time to our perception, even 
when it makes it glide more smoothly. Our ideas are 
multiplied by change of scene, so that we seem to live 
a doable existence, even in the midst of doubled plea- 
sure. With good health and buoyant spirits, a journey 
will always be the object of present recreation and 
livelj retrospect. In truth, our pleasures are what we 
make them. They spring less from ektemal objects, 
than from our own internal sense of them. The eye of 
gloom sees only strangers, where the lively and curious 
mind regards the same as persons from whom it hopes 
to extract information or amusement. We hate, as 
heartily as Sterne could do, " the man who travels 
from Dan to Beersheba, and finds all barren." 

Such jiva£i not exactly Granby's case in his journey 
frpm Calais to Paris ; for though his spirits were not 
gay, his mind was much alive to inquiry, and he looked 
about him with some degree of interest, though he did 
not recognipe ** la belle France^ in the treeless, bare, 
interminable corn-fields,, or " la Grande Katitmy^ and 
<* la gaieU FrangmCy^ in the squalid mendicant popula- 
tion of the desolate villages through which he passed. 
He saw, howeyer, a vast expanse of cultivated ground, 
which must necessarily difi*use its plenty somewhere ; 
and though he looked in vain for the rich confusion of 
an English land8cape,'^he might reflect that no space 
was lost in hedgegrows, and think with the American 
that the country arpund him was ^^ finely cleared.'' 

In Granby's case, too, the journey teemed with old 
recollections, which were, many of them, pleasantly re- 
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vived. It was agreeably to live over the past again, and 
to recognise in a foreign land, when all was expected 
to be new and strange, a motle j host of old acquaint- 
ance, both, living and inanimate. From the same win* 
iow of the same hotel, he saw the very Diligence that 
he ha4 admired before, and' just the same, even to its 
dirt;-— looking as if it had^not been cleaned since ; re- 
spe(^ble in its dinginess ; each dustj wheel creaking 
in well-known accents. And there was the very pig- 
tailed postilion, with bis short blue jacket laced with red, 
shining black hat, with rim cuhred like a half moon, and 
boots that seemed his better half. And there was Mon* 
sieor le Conduoteur, the counterpart of our mail-coach 
guard; fat, like his fellow on our side of the water; 
butth^re the resemblance ceases — for Monsieur le Con- 
ducteur has a martial air about him, which not even the 
red coat could ever give to our English guard. Instead 
of the broad brimmed, low-crowned hat, a blue foraging 
cap is jauntily cocked over the right temple ; instead of 
the Belcher, he has a loose black handkerchief round 
his neck ; chitterlings up to his eyes ; a long velveteen 
jacket without skirts ; and a large military cloak to sup- 
ply the place of an upper benjamin. 

Reminiscences of this kind, in some degree compen- 
sate for the want of that eager, wonderuig interest, 
with which one traverses a foreign country for. the first 
time. But Granby's wonder had. not been all expended 
in the first tour ; and he still felt an emotion of surprise, 
when, after crossing a very extensive common-field^ 
scarcely occupied by a single house, he found himself at 
the gates of Paris. 

There he found abundant materials for the business 
of amusement : as who can doubt that has seen Paris ? 
and who, of the few that have not seen it, will refuse to 
believe ? Much he had to see and hear — and much did 
he see, and much did be hear accordingly. Often did 
he pace the Louvre, — ^that " gorgeous gaUery of dainty 
devices,'^ splendid still, though stripped of its worse 
than borrowed plumes; and ever, as he did so, did he 
Ismient the neglected state of many of its pictures, aiid 
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let Blip, sometimes, a hearty malediction on tbe evil 
deeds of the " Restaur cUeurs.** 

There were many other sights to occupy his mornings. 
He pushed his way through th6 Exposition des Arts, 
where he saw a considerable deal of laborious trifling 
tastefully displayed, and a very imposing exhibition of 
misdirected ingenuity^ mingled with much that was re- 
ally admirable. He looked into the French Annual 
Exhibition, and found that, as usual, it was crowded 
with many historical pieces of stiff affectation, from the 
formal followers of the school of David, intermingled 
here and there with one of better promise. ' He strolled 
through the Palais Royal, that unique epitome of gayety, 
luxury, and vice ; entered some of the Caf6s, and «aw 
the French exquisites stow away the surplus of their 
sugar in their breeches' pockets, to make " eau sucre*^ 
on the morrow ; looked once more into that little room, 
stuck round with mirrors, which attracts^ by its imposing 
name, so many of our countrymen, and disappoints 
them when they see it ; dmiled at the grave obsequious 
homage paid by her countrymen to the presiding god- 
dess, *' une peu pdssee^*^ that sits with the air of a prin- 
cess, at a splendid table decked with flowers, gracefully 
dispensing copper change. He went now and then to 
the Academic Royale de Musique, and reprobated their 
screaming singers, as strongly as he commended the 
Ballet. He visited the Theatre Francois, and would 
certainly have gone to sleep there, had it not been for 
wonder at the animation which Talma gave to his 
heavy, prosy, spiritless part ; and barring certain claw- 
ings, and pawings, and shaking^ of the hand, that were 
neither natural nor graceful, thought him the finest actor 
he had ever seen. He enjoyed their comedies and far- 
ces ; saw grace personified in Mademoiselle Mars, and 
genuine humour in the quiet drolleries of Potier and 
Perlet. He a(]mired again, as warmly as ever, some of 
their beMRiftd piiblic buildings, and reprobated just as 
much their narrow, dirty, unsavouiy streets ; and in 
Spite of that exculpatory phraise, could not approve 
*^la totaUti de la rue.*^ -He did i»t revisit the Saloa 
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des Etrangers ; it put him too much in mind of TyrreU 
Nor did he lose his way, as heretofore, in the Catacombs. 
But excepting these, he once more made the tour of 
alfflost all that this far-f^med capital offers to the curious. 

Meanwhile he had not been unmindful of affording 
bis uncle the frequent satisfaction of hearing from him ; 
and he had received one letter in return. It contained 
a good deal of that quiet gossip, which is peculiarly ac- 
ceptable from a correspondent ^t home, but which can- 
not be interesting to any but those whom it immediately 
concerns'; nor would it probably have been very inter- 
esting to Granby, had it not come across the channel. 
There was, however, one part of the letter, which ex- 
cited his attention in a high degree, and surprised him 
not a little at the same time. The following is the part 
in question. 

<< You will be glad to hear that our misunderstanding 
with the Jermyns is in a fair way of being entirely made 
up, and 1 trust that we shall soon become as good friends 
as we ever were. I have received a letter from Sir 
Thomas Jermyn, which I wish you were here to see, 
for it is a very civil, friendly letter, and I think would 
give you pleasure, and do him credit in your mind. He 
inquires very kindly after my health, and says how hap- 
py it would make him and Lady Jermyn, to see me at 
Brackingsley. But that is quite out of the question. I 
suppose he does not know that I never go out any 
where. However, it was very well meant. He also 
mentions you, and regrets that he saw so little of you 
in town. He says,4he last he saw of you was for a few 
minutes at the Opera, where he was in trouble about his 
carriage. I don't know what he alludes to. You never 
mentioned any thing of the kind to me. He says he 
thought he should have met you again, but that probably 
you went out of town soon afterwards. A Mr. Smith, 
a friend of his, is going to stand for Bradley, in which I 
have a fewvhouses, and consequently a vote, as- perhaps 
you know. Sir Thomas Jermy^ wishes me to support 
his friend. — I know nothing of him ; but for Sir Tho- 
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mas Jermyn's sake, (if I hear notlung meanwhile to his 
disadvantage,) I shall be very glad to give him my vote.'^ 

The latter part of this extract perfectly accounted 
for the civility described in its commencement ; and 
Granby could hardly help smiling at the benevolent sim- 
plicity of his wprthy uncle, while he almost envied the 
hjippy tranquil feeling which such guilelessness of heart 
promoted. But with the part relating to himself be was 
completely puzzled. What could Sir Thomas Jermyn 
mean, by saying that he thought he should have met 
him again ? as if it was Granby's fault that he did not, 
and as if he himseli had not committed an act by which 
to render all farther intercourse impossible? Was it 
shame that led him to assume foi^etfulness, and gloss 
over his former conduct ? or was it sheer hypocrisy ? 
To be sure, he could not tell how far electioneering 
views would lead the BaMxpet to cringe to those whom 
he had previously insulted ; but that he should dare td 
use such language, when, for any thing he knew to the 
contrary, General Granby was -acquainted with the 
whole case, and might even have seen his vety note, was 
perfectly inconceivable. 

Granby knew not what to think. His mind fluctu- 
ated between satisfaction and displeasure. Sometimes 
he was pleased to think that former intercomse might 
be resumed, and all that had passed be forgotten ; and 
then again doubt and suspicion, and disgust at Sir Tho- 
mas Jermyn's meanness, poisoned all his promised 
pleasure. 

He debated long what course he should pursue. At 
length he resolved, in* his answer to the General, to give 
a softened explanation of the disagreement which had 
taken plac» between himself and Sir Thomas Jermyn ; 
tell his doubts ; beg hiar uncle's assistance in removing 
them ; and request an extract of tliat part of Sir Tho- 
mas Jermyn's letter which referred to him, in the pre- 
cise wofds of the original. 

Having despatched a letter to this effect, he, as soon 
as the lapse of time would permit, begav to look anx- 
iously for a reply. But day succeeded day^ and he ei- 
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pected one in vain. He became impatient — but what 
availed impatience here ? He intended to have quitted 
Paris, and passed onward to the Rhine ; but he now 
waited beyond the settled time at his old quarters, for 
fear of missing the expected letter. 



CHAPTER VI. 

Tbe chamber where the good man meets hif fate 

Is privileged beyond the common walk 

OfYirtnoas life, quite in the verge of heav*cn. — ^Yovng. 

One morning, on Qranby's rcitum to his hotel, from 
Galignani's reading-room, he was gratijGed with the in- 
telligence, that there was a letter for him from England. 
On opening it, however, his joy was quickly changed 
into the deepest sorrow, at reading an account from his 
uncle's house-keeper, that her master had been suddenly 
seized-witfa an illness which threatened to prove fatal. 

Granby immediately resolved to set out for England 
that very day ; and consequently much was to be done 
in the short time previous to his departure. Fortunately 
he had got his passport sjgned and counter-signed as 
many times as is deemed essential by the prudence of the 
French government, and had gone through all those 
troublesome forms, by which we are sometimes usefully 
reminded that there are countries which possess rather 
less freedom than our own. 

A young single m<m always is, or ought to be, endued 
with the locomotive faculty in a high degree. By a 
prompt exertion of this power, Granby, in the course of 
a few hours, found himself beyond the barriers on |iis 
road to England. We will not accompany him in his 
rapid, but melancholy journey. Suffice it to say, with 
such expedition did he travel, that having left Paris on 
the Tuesday evening, on Friday about mid-day he drove 
into the village of Ashton, a^d stopped at the well re^ 
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membered turn, where a bye-road led from the highway 
into his uncle^s house. This was situated about a quar^ 
ter of a mile from the public road ; and Granby got out 
and walked to it. 

It was a fine but melancholy day ; one of those which 
this cloudy climate rarely affords, but which, when it 
comes, is apt to temper our admiration with a certain 
feeling of gentle sadness. Not a cloud was to be seen, 
to relieve and brighfen by its contrast the monotonous 
expanse of dull, deep, greyish blue. Not a breeze was 
heard to rustle through the trees ; scarce a sound dis- 
turbed the silence, except the sky-lark twittering on 
high, you knew not where, and the long-drawn chirrup 
of the grasshopper. A thin haze which was spread over 
thfi landscape, gave a gloomy indistinctness to the dis- 
tance, and deepened the flat solemnity of the dark-green 
trees. There was a general, unrelieved, duU light ; so 
that, unless when looking at your own shadow, you 
might have almost questioned the reality of the sunshine ; 
and you might have thought the landscape cold, were 
not your ideas otherwise diverted, by the enervating heat 
that poured down from the luminary above you. 

The scene conveyed a sentiment of gloom to the mind 
of Granby, — who perhaps was predisposed, by the de- 
pressing object of his return, to- seek food for melan- 
choly. He walked on slowly, with his eyes on the 
ground, till on turning a well-remembered corner, the 
house appeared immediately before him, and he raised 
his head to look at it* The shutters had been closed to 
keep out the sunshine, — which gave it a deserted air. 
It looked to Granby like the mansion of death ; and as 
he gazed upon the well-known window of his uncle's 
ro^m, he shuddered to think how soon he might be toH 
that this room contained the corpse of one so justly dear 
to him. 

He involuntarily stopped as the thought arose, and 
dreaded to advance and learn the worst ;. but* after a 
brief internal struggle, he'pressed onward with a quick- 
ened pace. Still be saw no face that he knew, and 
heard nc^ sound familiar to him, till, as he was almost et 
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the door, an old fiivourite dog of his uncle's e^tme bound* 
iog round the comer with a loud angry hark, which 
on recognising Granby, he instantly softened into a 
fondling whine, and' writhed himself into many an ex- 
pressive gesture of greeting. 

Granby could not forbear, however occupied with 
other thon^ts, from bestowing a short caress on his 
first welcomer, and then looking up, saw one of the 
shatters paitially unclosed, and a female head appear 
tbroagh the chink. In an instant he was at the door 
with his hand on the beil, doubtful whether he should 
venture to ring. He removed his hand, for he heard 
the low pattering of feet in the hall within ; the door 
was carefully opened ; and behind it, as he entered, was 
Mrs. Robins, the old house keeper, with a face that 
struggled between pleasure at seeing him, and grief for 
the cause of his return. 

" Is my uncle alive V* were Granby's first words : they 
were uttered in a tremulous whisper. 

"*Tis all we can say,'* replied Mrs. Robins; "but 
thank God, Mr. Henry, we can say that." 

^* I aril anxious," said he, " to see him. Is he sensi** 
ble 1 Does he expect me ?" 

^^ Yes, Sir, he does, I am pretty sure, for I told him 
myself that you would be back soon ; and he made signs, 
as if he understood me. But I think I had better pre* 
pare him for it, if you please. Sir. Will you just walk 
in here ?" and she opened the door of the room in which 
he and his uncle used to sit. 

h was almost dark, the shutters being closed to ex* 
elude the sun. He half opened one of them, and as 
the light poared m^ looked round with mournful interest 
on the desolate apartment. Every thing in it reminded 
him of times that had bcen^ and now, be feared, never 
would return. There was his uncle's chair in the spot 
in which he always sat, and another placed opposite, as 
if for himself, on the other side of the small Pembroke 
table. ^ On that table lay the last newspaper that his un* 
cle had been reading — ^perhaps the last he ever would 
read — marking by a day in advance the date of his first 
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lSlm6$ ; and near it was an acoumidaticm of unopeneS pa^* 

* pen tiiat had arrived since, and several sealed letters in 
weH-known bands. On the chimney pieee was a small 
aId^&shi<»Q^ elock-^the last appeal from all otherclooks, 
and watches in the house,— which his uncle, with situ* 
pulous punctuality, always wound np with his owb haiid. 
I^ had now stopped — ^a nmte predicter o£ die fiite of him 
to whose daily care it owed its motion. 
Each of these triffing features in the scene be^Kire 
- him, conveyed to Granby its pc»tion of- sorrow&l re^ 
uaembrance; and he continued sadly to dwell upon 
them, when the door was gently op^ied, and Mrs. fio* 
bins, with a few low words, intimated that she was 
ready to conduct him to his uncle's chamber. He (oU 
lowed her in silence, treading still softer and softer as 
be approached the room. She unclosed the door, and be 
entered ; and as she told his name, he heard from ^ 
bed a faint inarticulate exclamation, which shocked 
him, from its utter want of resemblance to the usual tcpie 
of his nucleus voice. 

The room was darkened by the window curtains be- 
ing drawn, and it was some minutes before Henry could 
distinctly see the altered being that lay stretched before 
him on the bed, — noiw* the wreck even of that pale, de- 
crepid person that he had seen a few weeks before; He 
feebly returned the pressure of his nephew's band, and 
turned his glazed eyes upon him with a fainf ex{Nression 
of glad recognition. He tried to speak, but could not ex- 
press himself distinctly. Seeing that he failed in making 
himself understood, he motioned Henry to sit beside 
him. 

Some time elapsed before the latter could speak, for 
his tears 'flowed fast, and would not be restrained. When 
he did spj^ak he could say little. Hope of recovery he 
durst not breathe, for be saw that the hand of death was 
upon his uncle. Things of thia world were topics scarcely 
proper for such a time, and preparations for the next 
would be better enjoined from the pious and feeling 
lips of the excellent minister of the adjoining church. 
Granby therefore sent to request his presence,, and «he 



eRANBV. ^ 61 

admiiustered, with afiecUng soleranity, the last consola- 
tioiis of religion to the aged and dying man. 

After this, the sufferer sunk into a state of stupor, in 
which he continued for a considerable time. He seemed 
as if he were about to pass, by an easy transition, from 
insen«ibility to death; but he revived again, and was 
awakened to an increased anxiousness of what was 
passing around him. A feeling of interest and anxiety 
seemed at one time to agitate his features. He pressed 
bis nephev^s hand as strongly as his feeble strength 
would permit, and earnestly uttered, at several succes- 
sive times, expressions which were scarcely articulate, 
but iq which Henry Uiought he distinguished the words 
"open," or " oaken bureau." 

He thought these expressions were intended to refer 
to the place in which the will was kept ; and by a look; 
and a few short words, he signified his comprehension 
of his uncle's meaning. The old man, upon this, seemed 
satisfied and resigned, and appeared once more to ab« 
stract himself from worldly thoughts, and prepare his 
spirit for its momentous flight. 

The physician came again, but soon turned away with 
a saddened brow ; and as Henry fo]Io^d him from the 
room, and pressed his eager inauiries, whispered gently, 
that hope was past. 

Nigbt approached, and brought with it no amend- 
ment. The household had been fatigued with constant 
previous attendance, and therefore Henry, after snatch- 
ing a abort repose in the early part of the night, resolved 
to watch alone by his uncle's side until the following 
morning. He was left alone with him a little before 
midnight, and sat by his side with one hand grasped in 
his. The rest of the house was still as death, and no 
sound was audible within the chamber but the ticking of 
a watch, and the low perturbed breathings of the aged 
sufferer. This last sound became gradually less and 
less audible, and at times appeared to cease entirely; so 
that Granby hardly knew if life remained,-and inclined 
his ear towards him, and touched the pulse with ^n^qous 
dread, to ascertain its motioi^f 
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Midnight was past, and (he hours rolled on slowly 
and solemni)' toward? the morning; when all at once 
the light in the chamber was extinguished, and Granbjr 
was left in darkness. He could not quit his situation, 
for his uncle still retained his hand. The pressure 
was for some time firm and unvaried ; till at length he 
suddenly felt his hand squeezed more strongly, and af- 
terwards the hold was gradually relaxed^ 

A faint light was now perceptible through the cre- 
vices of the shutter, which was aeen by Granby with 
heartfelt satisfaction. It increased rapidly, and he 
longed to rise and admit still more, biit feared to dis- 
engage himself. He could easily have done it now, 
for the grasp was dull and feeble, and the hand seemed 
rather to be closed upon hiaowu than to retain it. He 
thought, with horror, that a clammy coldness was 
coming over it. He i>ent his ear forward to the bed; 
but no breathing was audible. With an indefinable 
feeling of dread, he then touched the cold wrist, but 
could distinguish no pulsation. He extricated his 
hand from the stiffened fingers that enclosed it, rose 
gently, went to the window, unbarred a shutter, par- 
tially opened it, then turned his face, and as the cold 
gray light of morning fell upon the bed, saw at a glance 
that his best friend was gone for ever. 

We will not dwell upon his feelings. Those who, 
like him, have lost the sole protect«.>r of their youth, 
can best imagine what he suffered. He gazed a while 
in a sort of stupefaction, on the lifeless body of his 
kind relation ; then approached, and knelt by the bed 
for some minutes in silent prayer ; then with recovered 
firmness looked once more upon the corpse, and closed 
its glassy eyes, that seemed to gaze unmeaningly upon 
him. Afterwards, turning from it, he gently opened 
the window shutters, with a careful and a noiseless 
hand, as if the sleep of death should still be respected, 
though it could not be bro*ken. 

It was a bright and joyous summer^s morning. A 
clear light just tinged the edges of the^ hills, while a 
thin cool hazC) like a silver gauzcj was lightly thrown 



OBANBY. 55 

acron tbe valleys. The air was mild . and freab, and 
innumerable dew drops sparkled in the grass. The 
birds had began their early carol, aod 'f the cock's 
shrill clariofi'' echoed in the distance. All told o( re» 
novated life— rail spoke the voice of joy and promise. 

It was a sight to cheer all hearts — all, save that of 
the desolate mouraer, who looked out upon this fair 
scene from the silent chamber of death* To him it 
gave far other feelings.. It added an impulse to his 
grief-— it seemed 'as if Nature had unkindly withheld 
her sympathy. All without was bright and gay, and 
breathed of life and cheerfulness — all within was so* 
lemn as the grave. He turned his eyes from the death 
bed of his benefactor, to the brilliant spectacle of re- 
viving nature, and the cruel contrast deepened the 
gloom of bis situation. 

There still was silence within the house, and Granbjt 
almost feared to disturb it. He waited awhile. It 
seemed as if all slept but him. At lengtha sound 
was heard^ acd then softly unclosing the door, he step-* 
ped forth to communicate Hie melancholy tidings. 

The sad event was soon known to the whole house* 
hold, and deep was the affliction it caused; and Gran** 
bj's tears llowed afresh on witnessing their's* They 
bad, indeed, lost much — 'an ever kind and generous 
roaster* But Granby's loss wa^ greater far: he bad 
to mourn iby one whose benevolent spirit bad fostered 
him almost from infancy, and who,, in his worst of ne« 
cesfiities, bad been to him a second father; the heart 
was cold whose warmest affections had ever been for 
bim alone ;. and stiff and motionless was the hand that 
reared his orphan childhood. 

In cases of affliction, the pecessity of occupation, 
even though the duties that engage us be of a melan- 
choly kind, is ever found a stern, but useful corrector 
of our grief. It is fortunate for us, when, after the 
loss of a cherished friend, or near relation, we are in- 
stantly plunged into a current of business which de- 
mands our close and constant attention. We are 
thereby prevented from indulging in that train of sad 
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but anavailiDg thoughts, which such a circamstance wiH 
oaturally iaduce. 

Happily this was Granby's case. A whole day was 
before him, the wretchedDess of which would have 
been almost insufferable, had it not b^en for the prompt 
exertions, and multifarious business by which that day 
must necessarily be occupied. The direction of every 
thing devolved upon him•^ He had to acquaint a long 
list of friends and relations with the sad event ; to ap- 
point the time and manner of the funeral; and finally, 
to examine the state and disposition of his uncle's af« 
lairs* 

Among other directions tor the funeral, a wish was 
expressed in the will, that Henry and Lord Malton 
should be the chief mourners; a request which the 
former immediately made known to his Lordship by 
letter, stating at the same time the day, and the place 
appointed* 

This done, Granby could not help recurring to the 
words so earnestly expressed by his uncle, relative to 
some bureau* He thought he said, *^opeo,'' or 
*' oaken," — but could not tell which, so imperfectly 
^ere the words articulated* He recollected that there 
was a small old bureau of oak^ standing in a baick room, 
whtch was called, as such rooms often are, the study, 
but which was certainly little used for studious pur- 
poses, and was more than half filled with dusty move' 
ables of various descriptions. He opened it, but found 
nothing of any moment, and was thence Jed to con- 
clude, that it was not of this his uncle meant '^to 
apeak. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Time as be oounes onward still imrolli 
The yolnme of ooncealmeiit. 

Remorse. 

For several days Granby was closely occupied, 
either in superintending various arrangements, or in 
examinif^ and destroying the various letters and papers, 
which the General, during a long life, had allowed (in 
some instances rather heedlessly) to accumulate* On 
the evening before the funeraj, in turning over the 
leaves of a memorandum book, — to see if it contained 
any article of moment, the following words caught h» 
eye — '* Mem. To tell Harry that when I am gone, he 
will find the paper in a secret drawer of the oaken 
bureau, in the back study." 

He started from his chair as he read this. It ex- 
plained, at once, his uncle's meaning. It was to this- 
bareau t^aihe meant to direct him, and from the ear- 
nestness of his manner he could not doubt that the 
?aper in question must be one of deep importance. 
ITith a strong feeling of curiosity and interest, in which 
hope and fear were very equally blended, he took a 
light and went to prosecute his search. He opened 
the bureau, and after a careful scrutiny discovered the 
secret drawer. 

It contained a thick packet, sealed with his uncle's 
seal, and directed in his hand writing, ^' To my nephew, 
Harry Granby, t6 be privately opened by him after mj 
death." 

He eagerly returned with it to his room, broke the 
teal, and tore off the envelope, which was found to 
contain several sheeta closely written in the hand wri- 
ting of his uncle. By the many various shades of the 
ink, it appeared to have been written at several suc- 
cessive times* The date of the beginning was that of 



5Q 6IUNBY. 

many years back, and there was another at the end, 
which was the 16th of the pceceding November. 

Granby could not help looking with a feeling of awe 
on a paper which promised to disclose so much of in* 
teresting matter, and which might so materially influ- 
ence bis future prospects. He drew a candle towards 
him, sat down, aod read as follows* 

" Mv DEAR Harry, 

'^ Before you read this, I shall be no more, and you 
will have lost, if not an able director, at least a zealous 
and attached friend* It was my wish ta be to you all 
that a father could have been, and you, 1 think, have 
been no less desirous to show towards me all the af- 
fection and deference of a son* How far I have well 
and wisely executed my task, I cannot say ; but God 
knows that I ever acted as I thought for the best; ailid 
you, I am sure, will hot be backward in doing justice 
to the integrity of my intentions. . 1 have a long story 
to tell you, and one which nearly concerns your^ltV 
I should have wished/ to have told it otherwise than 
thus ; but I have been fettered by a solemn promise, 
and my honour has forbidden me to break it.^ By this 
promise I am bodnd not to disclose the circumstances 
which I shall now relate, except by a paper to be 
opened by my executor after my death, or if before 
my death, only in case of the previous decease of ano- 
ther person* That person is Lord Malton, and it is 
chiefly of him that i am going to speak. 

'< We have never talked much i^pon family subjects, 
especially those which are in any degree connected 
with him ; but, I believe, you are nevertheless in- 
formed, that in case of the failure of male heirs to Lord 
Malton, the title^and most of the landed property, would 
descend to the representative of the younger branch. 
This was a disposal which the present Lord Malton 
could not alter ; but which, I am well persuaded, he 
would have altered had it been possible. Whether it 
wa&. the secret cause of his disagreement with your 
father, or whether his quarrel wiUi your father made 
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him the more averse to this disposal of bis property, I 
cannot say ; but certain it is, that be and my brother were 
hardly ever on friendly terms, and were at one time in 
a state of actual hostility. But I will not dwell on these 
things ; I will rather remember that he never failed to 
acknowledge your father's good qualities, and was iini- 
formly kind in his behaviour to me. Lord Malton, as 
you may have heard, married early. His first wife was 
a Miss Danvers; a very pleasing, amiable woman, who 
brought him a tolerable fortune. She did not live long, 
and left only one child, a son, who died shortly after 
her. Lord Malton was very much grieved at her death ; 
the more, perhaps, on account of the dciuble loss which 
he sustained, and the consequent disapi)ointment of his 
hopes of a successor. 

*^ Within two years he married again. His second 
wife was Miss Stratford, sister to the late Sir James 
Stratford. My cousin seemed to be fortunate in his 
choice. I thought so, and so did many others, and there 
was reason for thinkipg so, for she was an excellent 
woman; so mild, and quiet, and compliant; and though 
not exactly handsome, she was very pleading in her ap* 
pearance. You know her picture, Harry — it is an ex- 
cellent likeness of her — ^my cousin Malton gave it me* 

'^ Well — as I said, he seemed to be fortunate, and 
they ought to have been happy. B'lt somehow or other 
they were not. 1 am afraid it was morn his fault than 
her's,— -as you will see when 1 have told you all. Bui 
I must also say that she had one defect. J hardly like 
to call it even a defect ; but it was unfortunate, and 
might have been in some degree the cause of their un- 
happiness. She was very diffident and reserved. He 
fancied she was cold, and did not care for him. I know 
that she did'-^too much, poor soul, for her own happi- 
ness. 

'^ For the first three years they had no child ; and thitf 
to turn, who was so desirous of an heir, was a very 
serious mortification. It perhaps contributed in no small 
degree to weaken his anecdon for her ; and she, poor 
dear woman, grew pale, and thin, and low-spirited, and 
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quite anlike her . former self. I am sorry to say that I 
believe this change was brought about by bis unkindness. 
Not that he ever quarrelled with her, oriusedher^ vio- 
lently ill; but his afiection far her passed away, aod 
she perceived it too plainly ; aodthis to one who loved 
her husband, as I am !«ure she 4idj was worse io bear 
than any violence of temper. Then there were other 
distressing things, as you wtti see :• — but I most not an- 
ticipate. 

" Well — at length there was a promtse of a family, 
and she was delivered of a son^ This gave great joy to 
my cousin Matton ; l)ut his joy w 49 soon Checked. 
Lady Malton was seized with what I believe they call a 
puerperal fever, and died in the first week of her con- 
finement. Poor Malton! though I. fear be did not love 
his wife, he certainly felt this blow severely. 1 believe 
his conscience reproached him for his past conduct to 
her— *-eojiduct that could not he.recatted; and then, as 
1 often heard him say, there seemed to be a sort of fatal- 
ity which had attended his oi^rriage prospects. It was 
iadeed melancholy !to have lost so soon a second wife, 
and in a way similar to that in which the first had died^ 
And then it wounded him in the point on which bis 
wishes harped, and endangered his hopes of an heir; 
for though the child had survived its mother, yet it was 
but a sickly infant, and probably might not live long. 

^^ I went to stay with him at Tedsworth about three 
weeks after poor Lady Malton's death. He had writ- 
ten to me very dejectedly ; and as we had always been 
familiar friends, and he used to be cheerful when I was 
with him, and I knew that a little quiet sOqiety was goo4 
for people in low spirits, I wrote to offer him my<u>m- 
pany. He accepted the otfei' very gratefully ; and ac- 
cordingly I went to see him. He seemed anxious about 
the child, which ha<t become his only hope, and which 
was, as I have said, a poor little sickly thing. He did 
not mention it often,, and was rather short in his answers 
to me whenever I inquired after it. Nevertheless, he 
evidently thought a good deal about it, saw it several 
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times a day, and bad frequent private conferences with 
the nurse that took care of it. 

*' But notwithstanding bis great anxiety, and the ap- 
parent illness of the child, he never sent for a medical 
man* This circumstance surprised me; fpr one was 
living not faroff, whose skill was highly spoken of ; and 
I tofl^ the liberty i)ne day to hint to him my thoughts, and 
to point out this as a proper person. But he did iK)t 
seem to lakls my interference in good part ; said that he 
was the properest judge; that I might be sure nothing 
needful was neglecled ; and that ^he person in question 
knew nothing about children. The subject was 
dropped, and as he seethed inclined to take offence, I 
never thought proper to resume it. 

'^ I must now mention a circumstance which took 
place a few days aft;;erward. 'Remember, Harry, that 
this was in the year ninety. I was then young and ac.> 
live, eager for amusement of any kind, and very fond of 
field sports. . Tedsworth was to me a paradise, for it 
abounded in game and fish ; and as my cousin did not 
care about them himself, their management, while I was 
there, and the direction of the keepers, seemed to be 
vested solely in me. I walked out one evening after 
dinner (it was in July, on the l<jth,) and went, atteitded 
by one of the keepers, to superiittezid the laying of some 
night lines. It was a tine,«till, summer's evening ; and 
the lines being properly disposed of, I was tempted to 
prolong my walk, i strolled along the edge of the lake, 
and. struck across from the upper end towards the west- 
ern corner of the shrubbery. 

"I remember that evening, Harry, as if it was but 
yesterday. It was twilight, and about nine o'clock; 
and I sauntered quietly through the dose walks of the 
shrubbery, enjoying the coolness of the evening, some- 
times walking, sometimes standing for a few minutes, 
and watching the bats that flitted«to and fro above my 
head. While 1 was standing thus^I heard the sound of 
soft, quick steps, as if some one was stealing gently, 
but rapidly, along the path towards me. I stood still, 
and presently there came round the corner a woman 
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muffled up in a dark cloak, with a large bundle under 
it. On seeing me, which was not until she came quite 
close, she started, and stopped, and made a sudden ex- 
clamation, and r knew immediately by the voice that it 
was Mrs. Franklin, the nurse. She seemed exceeding- 
ly alarmed ; and thinking that she did not know me, 
(for it was almost dark) and was alarmed on that account, 
I spoke to her, and asked her where she was going, and 
what she was carrying under her cloak. I remeiinber 
her answer, and her manner of giving it. ^ Nothing Sir,' 
said she ; and her voice trembled, and she tried to pass 
me ; but the walk was narrow, and as I stood in the 
middle' she could not get by. — *• Nothing?' said I, ^itis 
a nothing that lies in, no very small com pass. '-—^Those, 
I believe, were my very words, and I put out. my hand 
to touch the bundle ; upon which she hastily drew back, 
and told me it was only some linen that she was taking 
to the head keeper's wife to be washed ; and on saying 
this she brushed hastily by me, and passed on. 

** I stood considering for a few seconds. The 
woman's behaviour puzzled me ; and I thought I saw 
strong ground to suspect that something was not right. 
She had S relation living near, and it struck me at once, 
that she was robbing her master, and carrying things 
from the house to this relation. Besides, — I remem- 
bered that she was not going the nearest way to the 
keeper's, which made my suspicions stronger still. I 
therefore resolved at once to follow her. I hate the 
character of a spy ; but I thought myself bound* in duty 
to my cousin to protect him from abuse and fraud, and 
felt that I 8hoi|ld almost become an accomplice, if t did 
not attempt to^ift this suspicious circumstance. I fol- 
Ipwed the woman at a distance, losing sight of her at 
times, and then again faintly seeing her through the 
twilight. 1 soon 4|iw that she was not going to the 
keeper^s lodges an4I continued to watch her till she 
entered a lonely cottage by )]ie edge of the park, where 
there lived a woman of the name of Wilson, who was 
her sister, and widow of a former keeper, who had ^een 
settled by Lord Malton rent free in a cottage near the 
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pai^. She had one daaghter living wiih her— a beauti- 
fu) blooming girl about nineteen. 'x 

" Poor Mary Wilson ! I must .tell you a Iit(Kx>f her 
hifitory , for she was deeply concerned in the events which 
I am going; to relate. It was her misfortune to attract 
Lord Malton's eye. The interest excited by the death 
of her poor father, had led my cousin, from (charitable 
motives, to call in his rides occasionally at the. cottage ; 
and Mary, whose beauty was certainly great, did not 

fass unobserved by him. He continued to call at the 
l^ilsons^ cottage, but not, as at first, from charitable 
intentions ; Mary alone had become his o):yect. I can 
make no excuse for him. He knew his advantages of 
situation, and he pursued them : but it was a most un» 
worthy use to make of those advantages. She was 
naturally blinded by the admiration, guilty as it was, of 
one so greatly her superior* I cannot think that she 
was ill-disposed ; but it was a sore temptation, and she 
yielded to it. A few days after Lady Maiton's confine- 
ment, she was delivered of a son. 1 knew this proof of 
her guilt, and more than suspected its author* 

"But I must return to the events of that evening. 
After seeing Franklin enter the cottage of her sister, I 
doubted whether I should hot follow her thither. But I 
felt some repugnance at appearing personally in this 
affair, and thought it sufficient to rouse my cousin's vi- 
gilance, and leave to him the work of detection; and 
with this view I returned home, and resolved to acquaint 
him with all I had seen. ' I have reason to fear/ said 
I, when we were alone, (I repeat as nearly as possible 
what I remember to have said,) ^ I have reason to fear 
that one of your servants has been acting dishonestly, 
and conveying things to which she has no right out of 
the house.' He stared at me, and asked me whom 1 ' 
suspected. ' Franklin, your little boy's nurse,' said F. 
M met her with a bundle under her cloak, coming 
through the shrubbery.' He seemed to start when t 
named the person, and gave me a very keen look. I 
can almost lancy I see him before me as I write, his 
manner made so great an impression. \ And where did 
vol.* II. 6 



sbe gd f ' lie asked. I told him, to Mrs. Wilscm^e cottage, 
and advised him to investigate the circotDstaiice, ^nd 
said tliat I did not like to see him pillaged without teU 
li^ him all 1 knew. He smiled opcp my saying tbi8» 
thanked me for my yigilance, but said that my suspi- 
cions were groundless, and then told me, lowering bis 
voice, that Franklin bad gone by bis ordecs to take such 
things as might be i^eedful for the sick to Mary Wikon 
and her chikl ; and he added that the child was verp ill. 

*^ After a short pause, I said rather abruptly , < If 
Franklin was taking these things by your order, how 
came she to say that she was carrying a bundle of linen V 
I looked up in my cousin^s face as I said this, and was 
quite astonished at the effect which my simple question 
aeemed to ba^e. He turned very pale, looked distressed, 
and asked me, angrily, why I expected hina to account 
for all that the foolish woman chose to say. Then, af* 
ter consideration, he added, that perhaps, under all the 
circumstances, she felt an awkwardness in alluding to 
the situation of her niece Mary. 

^^ I pursued the subject no farther, but I thought about 
it a good deal, and did not feel satisftied that there was 
not some mystery at the bottom. I determined to learn 
more ; and soon after breakfast on the following morn- 
ing, I walked to Mrs. Wilson's cottage. On entering, I 
found her and Mary in great affliction ; and was told by 
them that the child ^^as dead. I said a few^ things to 
comfort them, and inquired from what cause it had died 
so suddenly. They described the cause and manner 
of its death ; and I then asked them when it took place. 
Mary could not speak for weeping, 4>ut her mother told 
me, about one in the morning. Seeing them in deep 
distress, I forbore to allude to Franklin's visit on the 
preceding evening ; and very soon came away. I think 
it was on my return that I met the nurse with the baby 
in her arms. I spoke to her, and asked her in a careless 
way, why she had been so much alarmed the evening 
before. She said it was late, and a lonely place, and she 
Was startled at tneeting me so unexpectedly, and did not 
at first know who it was ; and she then told me that she 
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had been tadciiig Ibod and medicine by L^rd Maker's 
order to Mary WiisoQ, I asked ber why <be eou(d not 
have told me so at the time; and she accounted for her 
behaviour in the saoae manner that Lord Malton had 
done before. * Perhaps, Sir^'she added, ' you raiay not 
have heard that poor Mary has lost her child — I found 
them iast night in great affliction ;'— and then she de- 
scribed their situation in very moving terms, and ob- 
served what a heart-rending sight it was to see Mary 
sitting weeping with her dkead child upon her knee. 
' Th^ the child Was dead when you got there P said L 
Franklin said that it was. * And you were there be- 
tween nine and ten P She looked uneasy at the ques- 
tion, and said, after a short pause, that she eovUd vtot 
speak vnth cc^rtaiiity as to the precise time. I said no 
more (o her, and we parted. 

*' The Gontrddictory statemeats which I had just beard 
with rc^rd to the time of the child's death, made no 
slight impression upon me. I was worked up to a state 
of suspicion ; and the mystery of this affair, connected 
as it was with a scene of death, appeared to darken fear- 
fully. Strange tbot^hts flashed across my mind, which 
I strove in vain' to drive away. They only returned 
with greater force. They haunted me the whole day; 
and I ean remember even now the ansi<;Mi9 sleepless 
night I passed, in trying to persuade myselfof the impois- 
sibatity of a ffce^e of villany, which, could I sitppose it 
to be true, would at once explain all difficulties. I ne- 
membered my cousin's anxiety for an heir, the weakly 
state of the iniant--*the mysterious care which had lat- ' 
terly been taken of it-**the sudden death of M^y^s child 
— the contradictory accounts-^— and Lord Malton's 
strai^e embarrassment. I pHSsed-one or two dayam a 
wretched fevered state of uneasiness. BulHL roused myself 
by the reflectioii, that if there was fi)al pl«y,it would be 
ihcumbentoo me to use all efforts todetect it; moreespe- 
cialiy wiien a brother's rights mi^t suffer by the fmud. 

'^ I watched my opportunity, that I might speak to 
Franklin alone, buch an opportunity soon arrived. She 
wasiralkiog in the shrubbery, and bad the child ill her 
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arms, but! muffled up so that I cduld apt see its face; 
I desired to be allowed to look at it ; with which she com- 
plied after some demur. I began by praising the child's 
appepirance ; commented on its improved health ; and 
observed that it was not like^the same ; and as I said this 
I looked at her very earnestly. I saw her change col- 
our, and. seem distressed ; but she strutted hard for 
composure, and began to talk extremely fast in order to 
draw off my attention. This onl^ served to increase 
my suspicion* ^ Which was the hnest child,^ said I, in 
' a significant tone, ^ this or Mary Wilson's V This was 
a question which she ought to have ailswered readily and 
without emotion. But she did not so answer it. She 
was evidently embarrassed* I believe she thought it an 
ensnaring question ; and she was not furnished with a 
ready reply. She stammered, and hesitated ; said first 
one, and then the other; and at last replied, that there 
was very litfje difference between them. I asked her 
what she was alarmed about, and why she could not an* 
swer, plainly and calmly, so simple a question. She said 
she did not know, and seemed to get still more and more 
confused. ^ You were right, however,' said I, in a very 
marked tone, ^ in saying that there was little difference: 
there is indeed little or no difference. Ay,' said I, ' no 
difference ;' and I looked at her very keenly, and saw 
her tremble with alarm. ^ I do not understand you. Sir,' 
said she, in a faltering voice, and then she attempted 
to walk away, and said she must take the baby in. 
^ Stop,' said I, catching her by the arm, ^ it is fit that you 
should understand me. I have much more to say to 
you ;^ and then I looked round, to see whether any 
one was within sight or hearing, and seeing nobody, I 
proceeded, ^ Now,' said I, in a stern tone, ' tell me, — do 
you persist in saying that Mair's child was dead when 
you arrived at the cottage f ' She answered ^ Yes ;' bat 
she did not answer promptly. She paused awhile, as 
if to consider what she should say. It was not the an- 
swer of a person who speaks at once the simple truth, 
regardless of its consequences. ^ Very well,' said I f 
> now, I myself have been at the cottage, aad they as- 



sured me that the cbild died about om Vdock in tbe 
momipg. Ye>u were there before tea, and eaj that it 
wa3> then- dead* You <anoot both of jou be right*' 

^' Fraaklia seemed sdaroied at first, but yehemeRUy 
exclaimed agaioat the possibiliij of either party hri^ag 
made a wilfal miistateroeiit ; and she went on towk 
very rapidly about the difference of clocks^ and persoQS 
in affliction not attending to tiafie ; and at last added) 
that the child might not have been dead after all, and 
that she only knew that it Jooked as if it was* I had 
begun to feel that a mistake was possible with respect 
to^me ; but this want of firm adherence to her tale 
again brought back my worst suspicions. _ * When I 
met you,' said !» ^ with the bundle in your arms^ you 
first told me that it contained linen ;'you afterward said 
that it was food and medicine, carried by Lord MaJton's 
order. What if I believe neither of these tales were 
true ?' ' You may think what you please, Sir,' said 
she, hastily ; ^ but what I did, I did according to my 
Lord's order ; and so you will find, if you choose to 
ask him.' ^ I do not doubt,' said I, ' that you acted 
according to your master's orders, bu1; I doubt whether 
those orders .were such as you have represented.' Hf 
you are not satisfied upon that point. Sir,' she answered 
rather angrily, *• you had better ask my Lord himself;' 
and was going away,' when, I again stopped her. ^ I 
shall ask him,' said I, ' in due time ; I am now ques- 
tioning you.' / 1 do not know, Sir,' said she, ' what 
fou suspect me of.' * Do you wish to hear ?' answered 
, looking her steadily in the face. She had before 
been red with anger ; she now turned very pale, and 
just uttered a faint * Yes.' ' I suspect you,' said I * of 
conveying in that bundle, the body of your late mis- 
tress's infant to Mary Wilson, that it might pass for 
her's ; and I suspect that it is the child of Mary Wilson 
which you now carry in your arms.' 

^' She had not the address to assume surprise at the 
accusation, sudden and formidable as it was; she evi- 
dently knew what was coming. ' And what is your 
reason for thinking that V said she, with a steadiness 
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that sarprised me—a steadineBS which, I suppose, the 
owed to the desperate aspect of her situation. 1 an- 
swered, perhaps imprudentljr, that I bad very strong 
suspicions of it ; and told her that her own behaviour 
firflttxcited them; and 1 urged her strongly to confess* 
B^T found that I had lost my influence, by betraying 
the poverty of my resources, and in making so direct a 
charge without sufficient evidence to support it. She 
began to inveigh against me loudly, and said that she 
would instantly go* and inform Lord Malton of all that 
I had said. I told her she was at liberty to do so ; saw 
her re-enter the house; and went myself directly to 
the stables. 

**My horse was ready saddled, and without delay I 
galloped to the cottage of the Wilsons. They looked 
at me, as I entered, with fear in their faces : they saw I 
came upon no mild and pleasing errand. I did not 
give themxtime to recover, but entered immediately 
into the subject. I pressed for no** confession-*^! as- 
sumed the fact, and spoke as one who was informed of 
all. They could not utter a word in contradiction. 
Mary burst into tears; the mother threw herself on 
her knees before me, and tried to exculpate herself by 
saying (what I fear was true,) that Lord Malton had 
threatened to turn them out of the cottage, unless they 
consented to change the children, and receive the dead 
child as their own. Poor Mary also said, as well as 
her sobs would allow her, that she was lured by the 
idea that the situation of her child would be improved 
i}j the change, and that he would inherit wealth and 
rank, which otherwise could never have been his. 

" I passed but little time in conversation with them. 
I made them produce pen, ink, and paper, and wrote a 
brief acknowledgment o( their fraud, which 1 placed 
before them, and required them to sign. At first they 
hesitated, and pleaded their fear of Lord Malton^s dis- 
pleasure ; but 1 told them- that the consequence of their 
refusal would be still more terrible, and thereupon they 
at length complied. You will find this paper iathe 
packet. On receiving their signatures, 1 left the cot- 
tagci and returned home ; and on re-entering the house, 




was told that my cousin had been inquiring for me* I 
guessed the cause. He bad been informed of my cdk 
vereatioD with Franklin, and wished to speak to 
upon that subject* It promised to be an agitati 
terview ; for i had a serious charge to make ; ' 
was probable that fi^om this day our terms of intercou 
would be changed for life. 

^^ I retired io my room for a few minutes, to secure 
my paper, and compose my thoughts, and then walked 
down to the library. Before I opened the door, I could 
hear my cousin pacing the apartment ; but on perceiv- 
ing me about to enter, he had thrown himself into a 
chair, and pretended to be calmly occupied in reading. 
He looked op from his book, as I came towards him, 
and said to me, with an air of affected unconcern, 
' Granby, you are a good-humoured free-spoken fellow, 
but be careful how you jest with servants; they don't 
always take things as they are meant. Here is Franklin 
has been to me with a cock-and-bull tale of a confabu- 
latfon she has had with you this morning. You have 
frightened the woman out of her wits. She seriously 
believes that you mean to accuse her of being a kid- 
napper, or a fetcher and carrier of dead children, or 
something of that sort— I hardly know what — for I 
don't quite understand her story. But really, cousin, 
begging your pardon, this subject is rather too serious 
for a jest.' ^ I didn't speak in jest,' said I. He changed 
colour very much. ' Do you mean,' said he, ' that you 
did not say what Franklin represents ?' ' I do not mean 
it,' I replied, M do not doubt that she has stated cor- 
rectly what I said.' He looked at me very earnestly, 
but with more of fear than amazement in his air; and 
desired to be told the cause of such extraordinary sus- 
picions. * Cousin,' said I, * it is needless to tell you 
the caqse of my suspicions ; at present, 1 do more than 
suspect, I know the fact. Since my conversation with 
Franklin, I have been to the cottage of the Wilsons, 
and they have made full confession.'^. 

^' Lord Malton was utterly confounded ; he actually 
staggered with the shock, and the colour left hiis face 
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Entirely* I cm faiicy that I see bis ghastly cou&teQai&ce 
' fore me dow« I was sileutt and allowed biai* time to 

cover bimseUl ^ And do you heliave these wretched 
?' said he, after a short pause ;- ^ they ba^e been 
ed with by some person ; they will say and ua- 

^ any thin^^ ^ They will not dare to unsay any thing 
they have alt*eady said,' I answered ; ^ they know I am 
prepared for that. I have their written confession, 
signed by both of them.' Lord Malton seemed ready 
to sink into the earth. H^ had not expected this pre- 
caution, and all escape seemed now precluded^ He 
asked to be allowc^d to see the paper. ' No,' I answered, 
' if you doubt my having such a paper, ask the Wilsons, 
and th^y will tell you. It will be time enough for me 
to show it, when I am required to do so in a court of 
law.' 

" At this my cousin's strength and spirits seemed to 
fail him ; he sunk upon a chair, trembling violently, 
and grasped me earnestly by the hand. ^Granby,' 
said he, ' for heaven's sake don't ruin me. I atn in- 
your power; you know all, and can tell all; but have 
some consideration for me ; think how nearly we are 
related ;' and then he spoke of the disappointment of 
bis hopes of an heir, and his wish to provide for his 
natural son ; and said a great deal more^ to me with 
much' earnestness of manner ; so that, in spite of his 
offence, I could not help feeling for his situation. I 
told him 1 was sorry for him, but that, nevertheless, I 
must do my duty ; and that, having detected this shame- 
ful fraud, I could not allow it to operate to the exclu- 
sion of the rightful claims of your father and his suc- 
cessors* He long urged me to suffer the affair to pass 
in silence ; but I continued to insist on the impossibility 
of sacri&cing my brother's rights. 1 pressed' him to 
avow his fault, and to repair it ; and said that, so soon 
after its commission, this could be done with greater 
ease, than if a longer period had elapsed. ^ It is im- 
possible,' said he; ^ the thing is done, and cannot be 
recalled* The child is buried under a fabe name — 
the entry is made in the register. That must remabi 
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in evidence against me/ And then he earnestly en- 
treated, that if I had any regard for him as a friend 
and cousin, I would keep silence. 

'' I was greatly perplexed, and did not know what 
course to take. By publishing the affair, I should bring 
my cousin into serious trouble; his character, at any 
rate, would be blasted. Besides; the child might die, 
I and then if 1 did but hold peace, no harm could be 
done to any one. I was the depository of a secret 
deeply affecting the rights of others. But you were 
not born then ; jour father was not even married. 
Probably he iaiso, had he known the facts, would have 
been inclined to secrecy and mercy. In short, after 
reviewing all these points, 1 resolved provisionally to 
comply, ^l cannot,' said I, ^consent to the sacrHice 
of my brother's rights ; but i am sorry for you, and 
would not have you come to.harm. I will keep silence 
upon these conditions ; — (hat my promise shall be con- 
sidered binding only for the term of either of our lives, 
and that you give me here a written confession of the 
whole transaction, which must be also witnessed by 
Franklin.' 

^' He hesitated for a moment ; then sat down, and 
wrote what I required. Re afterward sent for Franklin. 
She came in. 'Sign that,' said he to her, ^ and witness 
my signature. It is a confession of all that has passed 
with respect to the children. You are safe as long as 
70a keep your own counsel — Major Granby will not 
tell." She signed the paper, and left the room. You 
will find that paper in the packet. It is marked with 
two crosses on the outside. 

.'^ ^ And now,' said Lord Malton, ^ it is but fair that 
I should have your written promise of secrecy.' ^ You 
shall have it,' said I, ^ but remember, that i reserve to 
myself the liberty of disclosing all, by a paper to be 
opened after my death, by my executor; and that in 
case of your dying before me, I may publish it to whom 
1 please. There is another thing which I must also 
mention. You will have it in your power to make 
ample provision, out of your personalty, for your nata« 
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,ral SOD. Bttt, nevertb^less, il would be cruel lo briag 
bim up with expectatioDt which mest eventually be dis- 
appointed ; and I, therefore, require^, aod make it an 
express condition^ that before be arrives at tbe age of 
ten, you fuHj inform him of his real birth and expecta- 
tions^ and observe,' said Ift^r I saw him wavering, 
' that from this condition }Wv«hall not escape, for if 
jou do not inform him of it, be assured that I will.' 
^ Never fear,' said he, hi«i countenance inflaming as he 
spoke ; ' he «hali be taught to curse his parents at tbe 
proper age*«^Have you aoy more conditions to impose?' 
^ No more,' I answeretl. * Then sign your promise*' 
I did so, and he received it in silence* 

:^^I recollect that silence well— it wa» terrible--*it 
lasted, perhaps, only for a minute or two ; but it seem- 
ed hours to me. There was my cousin, slowly ibldtng 
up the paper, and seeming to ponder aa^ he did so; 
looking so stern, so sad, so pale with agitation, yet 
trying to be calm ; — while I stood earnestly watching 
bim, thinking on the terms ou whicl> we were likely to 
part. On one thing i resolved~to be no more a visiter 
at Tedsworth. Under all these circumstances^ my 
presence would necessarily be irksome to my cousin. 
I should be felt as a restraint, ai>d should recall unplea- 
sant thoughts* Besides, i could not bear tbe idea of 
seeming to take any advantage of my acquaintance 
with his secret, and thereby forcing myself upon him. 

^' I remember, that I was the first to speak. * Coa- 
sin^' said- 1, ^ I trust you believe that I do not wish to 
be your enemy. We are near relations, and though 
we cannot, henceforth, be the intimate friends we used 
to be, yet 1 should wish to part from you in perfect 
kindliness of feeling* I will not reproach yoi} for what 
you have done, for 'that might seem ungenerous* I 
must leave you, Malton ; but it shail not be ia unkind- 
ness* I trust you will still believe me your ferveat 
well*wisber, and will never regard me as your enemy.' 
' No,' said he^ ^ it is I that have been my own worst 
enemy*' He a^ed wlqr I must leave him, and I told 
him my reasons* He tiK»«gbl foir awhile ; hut a>ppeared 



satisfied. ' Well,^ said he, ' perhaps that is best for 
both parties* jBut stay with me for a few days. I 
wish for your presence, in order to smother any suspi* 
cioD that may arise in my household. Franklin is the 
only servant that ts at present in the secret. The rest 
know nothing, and I believe suspect nothing ; but of 
this i cannot be certain. If they should, your sudden 
departure might give them fresh grounds.' 

^'I felt the tratfa of what he argued ; pitied him for 
being driyeo to such precaution ; and agreed to comply 
with bis request. 1 remained at Tedsworth four days 
longer. They were four uncomfortable days. Each 
of UB scrupulously abstained from alluding to the subject 
of the late affiiir, and tried to behave as if nothing ma- 
terial had occurred. But it would not do ;. we were 
both of us embarrassed and oppressed, and an awkward 
consciousness of our relative situations hung a perpe- 
tual load upon our spirits. A sense of guilt weighed 
heavily upon tiim, and 1 ,had many a harassing reflec- 
tion, and was^ren haunted, when in my cousin's com- 
pany, n^ the sense of what he ought to feel. 

'^ I was glad tc^go^ though I could not but experience 
a pang at parting. /)n the day before my departure, 
I revisited JHvy favourite haunt about the place. . I 
do not kno^^By I did so, for it was a melancholy sort 
of pleasure^^It scarcely deserved to be called a 
pleasure ; it rather seemed a painful duty ; for, I felt, 
as I looked at these scenes, that I was probably viewing 
them for the last time* And hitherto, it has been 80« 
I have never 8«t my foot \n Tedsworth since. Perhaps 

never shall again. 

"And now, Harry, I have given you as full an account 
as I am able of this extraordinary transaction. You 
will perhaps be surprised, that after this lapse of time, 
I should be able to describe, with such minuteness, 
events soipng passed. But 1 f^slt the necessity of pre- 
paring M account for my successor ; and immediately 
after the discovery, even .during the four days of my 
stay at Tedsworth, I employed myself in noting down 
the conversations that had passed. . These I embodied 
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in a short paper, which I drew up for the indpection 
of your father ; but since his death, I have written it 
afresh, with a more minute detail of the facts^and have 
addressed it to yourself. 

^' You see, my dear Harry, from what I have stated 
above, that you are the rightful heir of-Lord Malton; 
and that, on the event of his death, you will succeed 
to his titles, and all the Tedsworth property. May 
yoa live long to enjoy it* I may never see that day — 
I do not think I shall — I feel a certain presentimenti 
even while I write these few lines, which tells me that 
this paper will give you the first intelligence of your 
future fortune, at a time when I am dead and gone. I 
am .older than Lord Malton, and do not think I shall 
survive him. 

'^ And now, my dear nephew, you can best judge 
how far 1 have wrisely executed the important duties 
of a guardian* You can now penetrate into the mo- 
tives of those parts of tny past system^ which long ago 
I would have explained, hafi i been a% liberty so to do. 
You now see why we held so little communlcatioQ 
With our relations at Tedsworth* You now can under- 
stand why 1 have never ^iven you a profession* 

<<Your cousin knows his situation — ^l known it 
from his boyhood. Lord Malton scrupulo\^K)erformed 
the painful task which 1 imposed. Thi^^now posi- 
tively, having ascertained the fact otice when I called to 
see your cousin many years ago, at the time when he 
was a Westminster school-boy. He seemed indifferent 
about it; which, though surprised at, I was glad to see. 
Time must have rendered him still more so, and it will 
be happy for him if it has ; for in his case, quicksand 
sensitive feelings would be a real misfortune. 

" I say all this, that you may know that, with respect 
to him, you will have nothing to communicate. You 
will therefore be spared a painful office, and the equally 
distressing reflection of the sudden change of situation 
which your poor cousin must undergo. It will be 
greater in appearance than reality. It is but an event 
to which he had looked forward from childhood. Be- 
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sides, I trust that although Tedsworth cannot be his, yet 
he will still have an ample provision out of his father's 
personalty. Again I commend him to your friendship. 
I am growing old and feeble — it is fit that I should think 
, of death. Lord Malton, however unjustly, may proba* 
bly be averse to you^ Let me, if possible, extend the 
hand of reconciliation even from the grave. In my will, 
I h^ve signified a wish, that at my iun^ral Lprd Malton 
should be a mourner .as well as yourself. This will 
convey to him the gratifying thought, (for such I trust it 
will be,) that &ough his offences have been great, and 
oar consequent separation long, they have not extin- 
gaished my regard. It will also smoothen to yourself the 
difficulties of a first meeting. You will meet at a time when 
sorrow softens the feelings, and pride and stubbornness 
of spirit either are or ought to be repressed. You 
will be thrown into close communion, with your hearts 
subdued and chastened by the solemn scene before your 
eyes. Connected as you both are with him over whom 
you meet to mourn, you will feel, I trust, with greater 
force, the ties that bind you to each other ; and though 
I caimot see that day, yet it will be one s6urce of plea- 
sure in my dying. hour, to think my very dust may be a 
mediator between you, and that you will seal upon my 
grave the bond of future friendship. 

"And now farewell, my dearest nephew. May you 
long dignify and enjoy that station, which must on 
some future day be your's. It lis painful to me to con- 
clude. I -see you daily, it is true ; and perhaps may 
continue so to do long after writing this farewell. But 
still, when I consider that I am penning the last address 
that you ever can receive from me, a certain sad and 
awful feeling agitates me as I write. I am taking a last 
and solemn leave ; and were you distant from home, 
and did I not hear at this instant your horse's tread be* 
low my window, I should scarcely have courage to writ© 
the words. But I must — and will. God bless you, my 
dear boy. Once more — farewell for ever." 

One of these few last words was blotted, as if a tear 

VOL. II. 7 



^4 GRANBY. 

had fallen upon the writing. Qranby cpuld not vkw 
without a corresponding emotion, thb silent record of 
his uncle's loye. With a reverential feeling of grief and 
tenderness, he laid down the paper, .and resting his fore- 
head on his hand, briefly reviewed the circumstances of 
this ex^aordinary discloisure. 

What a wonderful change in his prospects one short 
hoar had effected ! He seemed to be scarcely Ae same 
person who had so lately sat down, with less of hope 
than fear, to the perusal of this important document. A 
busy crowd of former circumstances pressed forcibly 
upon him, — circumstances whi<ih till now he liad viewed 
under another light, or had hardly allowed himself to 
regard at all, and of which this paper furnished him at 
once with the brief and faithful explanation. 

The darkest side of this new view of past scenes was 
occupied by Tyrrel. He recalled to mind those dread- 
ful words, which, for the first tim^, he heard with such 
astonishment. ^* Know, that you have deemed yourself 
the friend of one who could have stabbed you while be 
shook your hand." It was horrible to have heard such 
words ; and still more horrible to recall them, at a time 
when he was cruelly persuaded, by circumstances before 
unknown, of the dreadful sincerity with which they 
were uttered. Till now he had never thought that Tyr- 
rel really was his enemy ; and had been fncHned to re- 
gard these terrible expressions as the mere result of 
temporary rage. /But now what an altered retrospect ! 
and what a serpent had begun to wind itself about his 
lieart ! Now he saw that his destruction had been the 
settled purpose of TyrrePs soul.^ He shuddered as the 
thought arose, and looking back to the infatuated confi- 
dence which he once reposed in Tyrrel's honour, he 
poured forth thanks to that providence which had saved 
his inexperienced youth from the hidden snares which 
were set around him. 

But pity for bis cousin's lot soon succeeded to his just 
resentment ; and he felt^ were he to meet him at that 
moment, he could stretch forth the hand of reconcilia- 
tory friendship. His present splendid expectations did 
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not muck occupy his mind ; and he was almost surprised 
at the indifference with which he viewed them. There 
was a time, when for the sake of Caroline, he would 
have regarded them with transport ; but the hope which 
then possessed him was now extinct, and he looked upon 
his altered prospects, with a feeling rather of wondep-^ 
than of satisfaction. 

After giving way, for some time to the reflections that 
crowded on his mind, Granby turned once more to the 
packet, and examined two other papers which it con- 
tained. One of these was the confession of the Wil« 
8ons ; the other that of Lord Malton. The former con- 
sisted only of these words, in the hand writing of his 
uncle : — " I, Mary Wilson, do solemnly affirm that the 
infant now lying buried in the church yard at Tedsworth, 
described under the name of James ^^ ilson, and purw^ 
porting to be the illegitimate child of me, Mary Wilson^ 
is not my child, but was brought dead to this house by 
Elizabeth Franklin, on the night of Thursday, the 14th 
ult. ; and I, Jane Wilson, do attest the same ; and we 
do believe the said child to have been the male heir of 
Lord Malton ; and we do further affirm, that the present 
supposed heir of Lord Malton is the illegitimate child 
of Mary Wilson, which child she resigned out of her 
own keeping, into the hands of the said Elizabeth Frank- 
lin, on the if4th day of the present month. 

(Signed) Jane Wilson. 

Mary Wilson. 

Tuesday, My 19iA, 1790.'* 

The other confessiot, which was in the hand writing 
of Lord Malton, was much longer, and contained merely 
a recapitulation of much which has been related al- 
ready. Granby carefully deposited all these documents 
in a place of safety, and then retired to snatch a repose, 
whieb his anxious and overburthened mind wo\i^ 
scarcely permit him to enjoy. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Every Ameral may jmstly be considered as a sammons to prepare for tbat 
state info which it shows Us that we most some time enter ; and uie sonunons 
is more load and piercing, as the event of which it warns us is at less dis- 
tance; Johnson. 

The following morning was that appointed for the 
funeral ; and Granby rose, oppressed With a sense of 
the melancholy scene in which he soon must act a part. 
The disclosure of the last night seamed like a troubled 
dr^am ; and at first he almost qdestioned its reality* 
But soon an anxious thought arose. In a few hours be 
should find himself in the presence of Lord Mai ton« 
This would prove a trying situation. He could not 
-sufier Lord Malton to depart in the belief of his ig" 
norance of the real relation in which they now stood 
towards each other; and he knew not whether he 
ought even to allow a meeting to take place, without 
first informing him of the present po^ure of affitirs. 
He determined that he ought not, and accordingly ad- 
dressed to him the following letter : — 

" My dear Lord, * 

" At the time when I sent you the melancholy intel' 
ligence of my uncle^s death, I was not in possession of 
any facts relating either to you or to myself, my knoif •* 
ledge of which it was necessary to intimate. Had I 
then known what I now kooW|,L should have thought 
it my duty, even in that hour or grief, to have informed 
you of it. Since that time I have made a discovery of 
great moment. Yesteirday evening I fofind papers 
containing the iiill account, and also the proofs, bf a 
transaction which took place in the year 1790. The 
proo& consist of two statements, one in your band 
nrriting, and signed with your name, and the other 
written by my late uncle, and bearing the signatures of 
Jane and Mary Wilson. I think it proper candidly and 



exf^rchly to state to jroa the whole of tbe documents 
of irbkb I am possessed; If it is your wish, I sfaaU be 
happy to furnish you with copies of them all. We 
are soon about to meet in the discharge of a mourn* 
ftti duty ; and I may therefore seem to have acted un- 
necessarily, in having sent you a previous written ex* 
planation of that which I might so soon relate to you 
in person* But I thought this course would spare much 
that must be painful to the feelings of us both. I felt 
unequal at such a time to make the disclosure person* 
ally ; nor am I certain that such would be the most 
proper method of proceeding. I thought it hardly 
consistent with a due regard to your feelings, to aj* 
low yon to enter unsuspectingly the presence of one 
who was possessed, unknown to you, of a secret so im- 
portant* I will, with your permission, reserve all for- 
ther discussion of this subject for another time ; and 
meanwhile, believe me, my dear Lord, your's very 
faithfully, 

'' H. GttANBY." 

Having written this lettei:, he despatched it by a ser* 
vant, whom he directed to take the road by which Lord 
Malton was expected to come, and give it to him with* 
out delay. 

The messenger who had been despatched with this 
letter soon returned, and said that he had met his Lord* 
ship, and had delivered it into his own haiMis : that 
Lord Malton stopped the carriage while he read the 
letter, and desired him to wait and see if any answer 
was required. Tbe servant being further questioned 
by Granby, said, that after reading tbe note, Lord Mal*i 
ton did not immediately issue directions, but threw 
himself back in his carriage, and covered his eyes with 
his hand. At length he looked up, very pale and agi- 
tated, and told the servant to return immediately and 
inform bis master of his coming. He then inquired 
the distance to Ashton ; and as-the servant was riding 
away, he heard him order his people to drive on 
slowly* 

7* 
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The distance between Ashton and the place wbere 
the servant met Lord Blaltoo was not great ; and al« 
though the servant had ridden fast, he was not likely 
to precede Lord Malton by more than an hour. His 
arrival might therefore be shortly expected ; and 
Grahby looked forward to it with an anxiety which 
even his grief could not absorb. Undoubtedly he was 
rendered, by the present deep cause of sorrow, less 
accessible than at other times to the uneasy feelings 
which such a meeting would excife ; but his spirits had 
been greatly harasseu, and his frame weakened, by the 
agitation of hi& mind, and he was but little equal to 
this fresh trial* 

Meanwhile, several of the friends of bis late uncle, 
some of whom had come from far to pay their last tri- 
bute of respect, now began to assemble; and present- 
ly a carriage and four, with a viscount's coronet on the 
pannels, drove slowly up to the hou^e. Granby's heart 
beat quick, while a iow whisper ran round the room, 
that Lord Malton had arrived. In a few seconds the 
door was thrown opetx, and his Lordship entered the 
room* 

All who were seated rose to receive him ; and Gran-' 
by advanced a little from out of the circle, and half 
raised his hand to welcome him. But.his hand was 
no sooner raised than dropped^ That of Lord Malton, 
instead of being also extended, had been thrust hastily 
into his breast, while he bowed solemnly to Granby, 
walked past him, and without a glance at the rest of 
the party, threw himself into a chair. 

His countenance was pale and sad, but it had not the 
meek composure of grief. Other feelings mingling 
there, had stamped on it their troubled image. Emo- 
tion of another kind was still mqre powerful than sor- 
row, if one could read aright that haggard, wrinkled 
br6w*— that downcast but restless eye — and the lips 
compressed so stubbornly and firmly, as if to control 
their quiverings. 

He gave Granby but one look — one short, penetra- 
ting look. It would hare been difficult to say exactly 
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i^hat that look conveyed, biit it was not the tiarbioger 
of peace and kindness. Granby understood this welli 
and saw with sorrow that thoughts were rankline in 
the breast of his relation, which even the loss oC an 
ancient friend had not the power to subdue* I^rd 
Malton sat for a few minutes, with folded arms, and 
head bent forward on his breast, as if attempting to 
abstract himself from the passing scene. Presently he 
cast round his eyes with fearfulness and hesitation, and 
exchanged a slight bow of acknowledgment with such 
of the party as he knew, and then relapsed once more 
into stern and sullen abstraction. 

Lord Malton^s entrance had been followed by a dead 
silence ; which, though the occasion of the meeting 
might seem to justify it upon the score of sorrow, was 
felt by many to be oppressive and distressing. By 
none was this more keenly felt than by Henry Granby; 
for he both knew the cause of Lord Malton^s altered 
manner, and was conscious that his own was the voice 
which ought first to break the pause. He therefore 
gently approached Lord Malton's chair. 

'^ This is but the second time, my Lord, that we 
have met," said he, in a low and tremulous voice. 

Lord Malton made no answer, nor did he even look 
at Henry again. On the contrary, he drew his hand 
across his forehead, and compressed his lips more 
strongly, as if to manifest the plainer his resolution not 
to speak. Granby drew back dispirited and distressed. 
Thus repulsed, he could not venture to address Lord 
Malton a second time. He thought that such an at- 
tempt would but betray more glaringly his alienated 

sentiments. 

When next he ventured to look round, he saw the 
quick and benevolent eye of Mr. Thornton, the cler- 
gyman of Ashton, glance from him to Lord Malton, 
with an air of sad and anxious inquiry. 

A dreadful interval succeeded ; but the time of the 
funeral was at hand, and even its afflicting prepara- 
tion,and the putting on of cloaks and scarfs then came 
^8 a seasonable reliefs 
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CHAPTER IX. 

When rachttriiiM jaT) whftt hopei of hanMBiy ? 
I pray, my Lord, let me cosqpoand this strife. 

Henrt TI. Part H. 

We must sow suppose the last ceremony performed, 
and many a tear dropped to the memory of the kind 
and generous being who was then committed to the 
grave — the funeral array dispersed-:— and the parties 
reassembFed. 

Lord Malfon^d countenance shonired no varying 
symptoms of emotion; but at one time its- paleness 
became even ghastly, his strength appeared to be fiiil- 
ing him, and he eagerly seized the nearest sopport. 

Granby ceased to observe him. He was now ab- 
sorbed by a grief as poignant as that with which be 
witnessed his uncle's death. This was a final separa- 
tion ; and the previous dissolution seemed^ but a pre* 
paratory blow. Even after life has fled, the visible 
presence of a departed friend almost cheats us into a 
persuasion that the tie is not yet indissolubly broken.. 
J3ut the grave removes all outward trace ; and our 
grief receives a fresh impulse, when compelled to look 
our last. 

The minutes slowly parsed away, and some of the 
party began to depart; but no favourable change had 
yet been observed in the repulsive manner of Lord 
Maiton. He had spoken occasionally to some of those 
who were present, but not one word had he exchanged 
with Granby. This was probably observed by all, but 
by none so much as by Mr. Thornton, the clergyman 
of Ashton,. who had long known the late General, and 
consequently felt both grief. for his loss, and interest 
in the fortunes of his successor. 

Mr. Thornton was a truly exemplary specimen of a 
parish priest : strict, though not austere ; pious, though 
not an enthusiast ; zealous without bigotry ; and tole« 



r^ni without lukewarmness. He was a man of true 
humilitj — of unosteDtatious, unambitious benevolence. 
He did good for its own sake, and not that the fame of 
the doer might be blazoned. He thought not of pub- 
lic opinion, when a benevolent object was in view* 
Perhaps he consulted it too little. But this was an 
amiable fault. His zeal would sometimes be more 
conspicuous ihan his judgment ; but it was an unpre- 
tending zeal, which pride had never influenced. 
Worldly fame he disregarded, tie would rather be a 
steady than^ ^^ shining^^ light. He was no excursive 
proselyttst ; and did not leave his flock unheeded, 
while hia wandering eyes were stretching far away to 
distant objects. He was richly endowed with ^^ that 
most excellent ^ift of charity ;!' and it proved with 
him to be indeed ^^ the very bond of peace.'' He be- 
lieved that he had no enelnies, and in truth he had 
nooe ; for those who were not with hin^, scarcely were 
against him ; and even the straight-haired, stiff-necked 
preacher of the neighbouring meeting house bent in 
obeisance as he passed. No drop of sectarian gall had 
evei^ rankled in his breast — ho spark of intolerance 
was kindled there. He could not sink the Christian 
minister in the partizan ; nor smile at an imprecation 
because it was levelled at a hostile cause. He gave 
hypocrisy no quarter ; and never winked at the sins of 
those who strove, by regular church-going and punctual 
payment of their tithes, to win his connivance, and 
compound for their ofiences. He had great simplicity 
and singleness of .cha^racter ; and this was joined to an 
observant quickness, with which the former qualities 
seldom are united. He was full of cheerfulness him* 
self, and therefore loved the voice of^innocent mirth 
in othenr, and sanctioned the enjoyment of temperate 
amusement. 

Mr. Thornton had observed with some pain the hos- 
tile indications which presented thiemselves in the con- 
duct of Lord Malton,and was grieved at this ill-timed ^ 
expression of resentment ; which, rightly judging from 
Granby's manner^ he saw were neither expected n^r 
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returned. He thooght from these appearances thkt he 
might possibly do some good ; an^i «is he was one who 
io sttch a case never gave a ready ear te^ the timid sug- 
gestions of punctilious delicacy^ and who was even 
willing, -when in pursnit of higher objects, to incur the 
risk of officiousness and imprudence, he determined to 
apeak to Lord Malton, and endeavour to compcise the 
difference that existed between himf and his young re- 
lation. 

An oppcrttt&tty soon occurred. Lord Maltoa was 
the jflst to depart, and the rest of the party being ^ne, 
andGranfay absent from the room, Mr. Thornton found 
himself alone with htm. 

*^ Excuse me, my Lord," said he, advancing to- 
wards him, with a mixture^ of timidity and earnestaess 
in his manner, ^* excuse me, if what I say should seem 
to you abrupt and rude. I have nothing to plead but good 
intentions. Yeu may think me foolish and officious; 
but my present appeal can do no harm to any hut my- 
self, and I am willing to incur that ri«k. 1 wiah to 
speak to you of our lamented -friend's nephew, Henry 
Granby." 

** And what of him ?** said Lord Makon, dryly. 

" My Lord,** said Mr. Thornton, " 1 have seen with 
pain this day that you are not upon terms of friendship; 
nay, that there is more than coldness— that on your 
side there is even poeitive displeasure." 

" And .who told you this. Sir?" 

** I saw it, my Lord — your own conduct told it me. 
It was not grief, it was anger that influenced your be- 
haviour ; and at such a time it gave me pain to see it. 
I therefore resolved to use my endeavours to heal tbis 
breach ; and with this view I speak to you. My con- 
duct may be strange and bold ; but, my Lord, I have 
long known oiir lamented friend and his nephew, and 
I feel a natural interest in aQ concerning that young 
man, and think that at such u time as this no good 
offices of mine in bis^behalf sjiouldbe wanting." 

" Your interposition. Sir," said Lord Malton, as- 
suming aaaii* of proud sarcastic composure, ''may be 
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very weU meant ; buf 1 am inclined to doubt whether 
it will be produetive of any adTantage to the persdn 
whom you intend tm benefit." 

« I faiunbiy hope it may/' said Mr. Thornton. <<At 
any rate, I trust it will not operate to the prejudice of 
bis cause." 

" Of that. Sir, I shall speak hereafter : but I shall 
first ask whether you have thus interposed by his desire, 
and whether you have.eTer had any conversation with 
him on the subject ?" 

**None, my Lord, I solemnly assure you. I act 
upon my own suggestions; ^nd may the evil conse- 
quences be upon my head, and mine alone. I ventured 
with the more boldness, because 1 judge that he is 
the offender* Anger is on your side, my Lord, and sor* 
row on his. I saw that he was much oppressed with 
the sense of your displeasure. I thought it eveii seem- 
ed to surprise him. I know him well. He is generous 
and amiable, and is not one who fosters evil passions. 
Forget and forgive, my Lord, I entreat you. What can 
he have done that at such a time you should con- . 

tinue to show this unkindness towards him?" v 

'< Sir,'' said Lord Malton, drawing himself up, and 
walking away a few paces, ** I am not disposed to lay 
myself opeu to gratify the curiosity oi an unauthorized 
mediator." 

" My Lord," said Mr. Tliornton, ** I entreat your 
pardon. I am not impelled by curiosity — I do not ask 
to know the cause — 1 only wish that your displeasure 
(unless the cause be great indeed) should not, in this 
hour of mourning, be so heavily added to the other 
griefs which he must feel. This is my sole request, 
my Lord. I do not ask for explanation ; reconciliation 
is all I desire to see." 

" Sir," said Lord Malton, " I have heard you pa* 
tientij^ and with an attention which you owe more 
to your character and profession than to the 
subject of your appeal. I respect the clergyman^ 
rather than the mediator. Your office, Sir, is that of 
peace; and I can forgive the zeal which makes you 
think this case within your jurisdiction. But I must 
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now request your forbearance. I cannot allow my 
private sentiments to be invaded. You forget that you 
are interposing between near relalions. There are 
family reasons for my displeasure, which I cannot suf- 
fer you to approach. My feelings upon this point are 
sacred.** 

"Nay, my Lord," said. Mr. Thornton, "no feelings 
can be sacred, that encourage enmity with our fellow- 
creatures. I need not tell you that charity is the char- 
acteristic of our faith. You say I have forgotten that 
I am interposing between near relations. No, my 
Lord, it is that very circumstance which makes me 
more eager to tender my serviceson this occasion* 
My Lord, you are one of the nearest relations that 
now remain to Henry Granby. You are the person to 
whom he would naturally look up for support. Think 
how severe must be his grief, when newly bereaved of 
his former guide and second father, to find in you — 
you, my Lord, who are his next surviving guardian — 
instead of the open and protecting hand, only hostility 
and aversion. It is indeed a bitter thing to lose a. che- 
rished relation by death; but it is scarcely less trying 
to see them lost to us through enmity. Your young 
relation now encounters at once this double loss. I 
pity him, and may you do so likewise ! Oh ! my Lord 
— hold out to him the^and of forgiveness. , Whatever 
his offence has been, let his misfortune be a full atone- 
ment.** 

Lord Malton seemed to be moved by this appeal. 
The stubbornness of bis features gradually relaxed; 
his eye twinkled, as if a relenting drop were struggling 
within it; and checking a sigh, he turned away and 
walked towards the window. But bis eyes appeared 
to take no cognizance of external objects; the mind 
vv&s too busily employed. After a short pause he turn- 
ed to Mr Thornton. 

"Sir,** said he, "you have given me pain ; but I ex- 
cuse, you — nay, I will even say, I thank you. You ask 
me to pardon the offence of my young relation. You 
will be happy to hear that there is none to pardon. 
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Yet mj conduct was not withoat its cause* I was har- 
assed — irritated— scarce myself. I cannot explain — 
but you will be satisfied in knowing that were he pre- 
sent at this moment I would freely take him by the 
band." 

As he said this the door opened, and Qranby enter* 
ed. Lord Malton changed colour, and walked to the 
other end of the room, as if collecting strength for the 
parting effort. Then turning, he first briefly took leave 
of Mr. Thornton ; after which he walked up to Granby, 
and extending his hand, said, ** Mr. Granby, you can 
understand, and can therefore excuse the feelings which 
have this day influenced my behaviour towards you. 
I lan>ent that those feelings should have been beyond 
roy control. I have been hurried into an injustice. 
Hear me then say before this gentleman, that you have 
committed no offence towards me, and that I bear you 
no ill will. 1 freely offer you my hand. It is, how- 
ever, better for both of us that our communipation 
should be slight. But though distant, we need not be 
hostile. Friends we cannot be ; but I trust we never 
shall he enemies : and with this wish I take my leave." 

These words were uttered in a low impressive tone; 
after which, with a bow to Granby, which seemed to 
signify that he did not wish for a reply, he walked out 
of the room, and in less than a minute his carriage was 
heard in rapid motion from the door. 
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CHAPTER X. 

' Like to the mss that's newly spriiny. 
Or like a tale that's new begun. 
Of like the bird that's here to-day, 
%Or like the pearled dew of May ; 
Or like an hoar, or like a span, 
. "^^ Or like the singing of aswan : 

E'en snch is man, who lives by breath. ^ 
Is here, now there, in life and death. 
The e;niss withers, the tale is ended. 
The bird is flown, the dew's ascended, 
The hour is short, the span not longj 
Th£ swan's near death— man's life is done. 

Simon Wastell, 

Granbt was nowOeft alone. The gloom of bis sit- 
uation seemed to darken, and iii spite of the brilliancy 
of his new prospects, he could not rouse bis spirits to 
cheerfulness. The pressure of business had ceased ; 
the exciting call for grief was past ; and nothing re- 
mained but the comfortless resumption of a routine suf- 
ficiently resembling its former course, to preserve a 
constant recollection of past days, and the loss which 
had wrought the only difference in the present. Day 
after day came the solitary meal, and with it the daily 
sorrowing glance at the v^icant seat of him that was no 
more ; and so passed away another week of gloom and 
heavine^^. 

On the ninth morning after the funeral, a man in 
the Maltpn. livery, mounted on a splashed and tired 
horse, was seen, to the surprise of Gianby, to ride up 
to the house. 

That a man on horseback should have been di- 
spatched from such a distance, (for it was rather more 
than forty miles, ^ betokened tidings of no ordinary 
moment; and Granby's anxiety to ki^ow the cause of 
such a visit was extreme. 

A letter was soon brought, addressed id him by 
Lord Malton's steward, stating that his Lordship had 
caught a severe cold on the day of the funeral at Ash- 
ton ; that an inflammation had come on ; and that his 
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life was almost despaired of; arid that be now wrote 
by his master's order; to request the immediate pr^* 
seace of Mr. Granbjr, at Tedsworth. 

Such a summons could not be disobeyed, and with-N 
in two hours Granby quitted Ashton. A few hours 
more spent in rapid travelling, brought him within 
sight of a dark line of undulating woodland, which 
stretched to a wide extent before him, and indicated 
his approach to a place of considerable importance; 
Haying been at Tedsworth only once, and having then 
approached it from^nother quarter, he was little ac* 
quainted with the localities of the ground, or its ap- 
pearance from a distance, and ' therefore doubted 
whether those woods did indeed belong to the Teds- 
worth domain. He inquired from the driver, and wa:^ 
told they did ; and he then looked at them with an in- 
terest very different from the vague and timid curiosity 
with which he viewed them a year before. 

The distance, though little more than a mile, now 
seemed provokingly protracted till they arrived at the 
lodge, and drove under its proud arched gateway into 
the park. The view at this point was beautiful and 
imposing. On the right was a broad breast of wood, 
sloping to the edge of a long irregular lake of cqnsi- 
derahle size, which lost itself at one end behind a pro- 
jecting groupe of trees; while at the other, diminished 
to a rippling stream, it wound along the valley in front, 
— its course distinguishable less by the glittering of 
the water, than by the drooping alders that waved over 

it. 

To the left was a varied extent of park -like ground, 
undulating in graceful slopes, and richly sprinkled with 
many an ancient twisted thorn, and oaks of gigantic 
growth and venerable character ; while frere and there 
a lofty birch contributed the pleasing contrast of its 
waving boughs and shining bark ; and the dark green 
holly deepened the shade of the retiring masses. A few 
patches of gorse and fern gave an agreeable air of sub- 
dued wildness to the character of the ground, over 
which were thickly spread numerous herds of £at m^ 
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lazy deer, that nodded their braachiiig beads, and 
stared virith tame confidence at the passing carriage. 

In front the road was now lost, and now rei^- 
peared at intervals, according to the rise and falling of 
the ground, and the occasional trees that intervened ; 
and in the direction which it followed, above the top of 
a plantation of younger growth, appeared the pinnacled 
roof of a house, and numerous gray wreaths of smoke, 
^hich were relieved against the mass of distant wood 
that clothed the heights behind it. 

As the carriage advanced a little farther, the house, a 
handsome edifice in the palladian style, came full in 
view, and beamed out in all the pomp of sculptured free- 
stone, from the dark-green foliage in which it was em- 
bosomed. All around it breathed the air of pomp, dignity, 
and wealth. Nothing was out of character, even to the 
proud swan that floated majesticaUy down the lake. 

With such a scene before his eyes, in spite of the re- 
ported danger of its owner, Granby may perhaps be ex- 
cused for sufiering the idea to flash occasionally across 
})is mind, with somewhat in it of exultation, that all this 
might eventually be his. 

It was his already. Death had struck the blow, and 
Lord Malton was no more. A few minutes brought him 
to the knowledge of this awful fact. He was soon at 
the door ; and the face and manner of the first domestic 
told him at once that all was over. 

After the first whispered intimation, Granby was 
ushered in silence into the library, where the ^steward 
soon presented himself, and informed him that his Lord- 
ship had died that morning, a few hours previous to his 
arrival ; — ^that he came from Ashton with the indications 
of a severe cold, which continued rapidly increasing, till 
.there was little doubt that an inflammation of the lungs 
had taken place. As soon as he was sensible of his dan- 
ger, he had deabed that Mr. Granby might be sent for, 
and seemed to intimate that the management of every 
thing should devolve upon him. He had never men- 
tioned his son but once, and that a few hours before his 
death. 
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Mr. Tyrrel had not been at Tedsworth for a consi- 
derable time ; for he and his father were at variance. 
The stewatd did not know where he then was; nor, he 
believed, did Lord Malton at the time of his death. It 
was therefore impossible to inform him by letter of his 
father^B decease ; and the only mode of speedy intima- 
tion, was to make it public immediately. The steward 
also said, he understood it to be his master's wish, tha^ 
the direction of every thing should devolve meanwhile^ 
upon Mr. Granby ; and he added that he was ready to 
receive his orders. 

Granby bad now again to enter upon a painful repe-^ 
tition of those scenes which he had already passed 
through on a more affecting occasion. He could now, 
too, compare the respective characters and degrees of 
grief which were exhibited by the household at Teds- 
worth, and at Ashton ; a comparison which greatly re- 
dounded to the honour of his excellent uncle. Here 
there was much decorous solemnity, and a very respect- 
able show of sorrow ; but not more than might spring 
from a contemplation of the possible loss of a good- 
place, rather than the actual ^loss of a respected master. 
The servants walked softly, spoke low, and shut the 
doors more quietly than usual ; but th^re was no half- 
averted face, no quivering cheek, no tear-drop trembling 
in the eye, as there had been among the little household 
of his lamented uncle. 

Graaby at first felt doubtful. how to act with respect to 
his claims : whether to give them immediate publicity, 
ortotally to conceal for awhile his actual situation. The 
former course ]xe thought indelicate ; the latter timid and 
suspicious. He, therefore, resolved to pursue a ipiddie 
line, and instantly to acquaint a few of the principal do- 
mestics with the actual disposition of the property and 
title ; desiring, however, that it might, for the present, 
be kept by them a profound sscret. He also desired 
that he might still be addressed as Mr. Granby. 

On making inquiries respecting Franklin, the nurse, 
and Jane Wilson and her daughter, he was told that 
FrankliuVas alive, and so also was Mary Wilson, but 
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that her mother was dead. Fra^lin, they said, was 
living in the hoase where she had continued for nu»re 
than thirty years; and was now very old, and had 
almost.lost her faculties. 

He requested to see her, and desired that the steward 
alone might be present at the interview. The steward 
said he would bring her to him ; and soon a little, bent, 
emaciated, paralytic old woman, was led into Granby's 
presence. 

There was an appearance of imbecility or second 
childhood in the vacant, yet inquiring look with which 
she regarded Granby. He desired her to sit down, and 
himself took a seat near her. 

<< Mrs, Franklin," said he, << I am a person whom you 
have never seen. My name is Granby." 

The old woman seemed struck by the name, and 
peered at him earnestly from under her wrinkled eye- 
lids. 
. "Are you the Major, Sir?" said she. 

" She is thinking, Sir, of the late General,^' said the 
steward softly in Granby's ear. 

" 1 am his -nephew," said he. 

<*Then it is not him,'' exclaimed Mrs. Franklin. 
" Thank God !" and she tried to clasp her palsied hands. 

The subject, connected as it A^as with his late uncle, 
became very painful to Granby ; but he saw that the 
effort was necessary, and roused himself to pursue it. 

" Are you informed," continued te, "of the death of 
my uncle. General Granby ?" 

" Of whom ?" said the old woman, advancing her eai* 
towards him. 

" Of him whom you remember as Major Granhy." 

" I do remember Major Granby — though it is a long 
time since I have seen him, and I am a poor old decre- 
pid creature, and my memory is not what it was— but I 
rememberv him very well. He was here last— let me 
see — well, well— no matter how long since ; — but what 
were you saying, Sir, about death ? you were not talk- 
ing of my Lord ?" 

<< Of the Major'a deatb/'.said the steward, in a low 
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tone, conaiderately wishing to sare Granby (he pais of 
repetition. 

" The Major ?'* said the old woman eagerly, "and is 
he dead ? — Then all is safe.'' 

Oranby and the steward exchanged looks. <<No, 
Mrs. Franklin," said the former, " I am privy to the 
facts to which you allude ; but I do not wish to draw 
from you a repetition of what then passed — I only 
desire to call your recollection to a single circumstance. 
Do you remember signing a paper, in which it was 
stated, that ^r. Tyrrel was the son, not of Lady Malton, 
but of Mary Wilson ?'' 

" Sir — Sir — what are you saying," exclaimed the old 
woman, staring wildly,^her palsied frame trembling with 
increased violence. 

" I have such a paper," said Granby, "and I ask you 
if you recollect the signature ?" 

" Sfay — Sir — stay — I am old and feeble," said she, 
gasping as if for breath—-" don't hurry me — give irje 
time to think awhile — this has come upon me suddenly. 
But are you sure that you have the paper ?" 

" The paper !" said the steward in an under voice, as 
if to himself, and looked at Granby with an air of con- 
viction. 

" I have the paper,"- replied Granby, " and 1 wish to 
ask you whether you would acknowledge the signature, 
if it was shown to you in a court of justice." 

*'A court of justice!" exclaimed she, "Oh! you 
won't take me to a court ! Spare an aged woman. Sir ; 
I have done evil in my youth — but do not bring me to 
shame in my old age. A few years more, ay, or 
months, or days, young gentleman, and I shall drop into 
the grave. But I tell you I will not die forsworn— I 
will deny nothing that I have done. And now. Sir," 
added she, raising her hand to her head, as if seized 
with sudden pain, " say no more to me about it, and let 
me try to forget it alU" 

" I am satisfied," said Granby, in a mild tone ; " I 
win not press the subject farther:^' and rising, he qukted 
the apartment. 

He next.rq»aked to Mary Wilson, now a woman of 
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fifty, whose care-worn face still retdned some faint 
traces of her former beauty. She was much aflSicted ; 
but seemed to be prepared for the blow, and attempted 
no denial of the circumstatices. 

The first important object of Granby's search was 
Lord Malton's will, -^ which, as heir-at-law, it was ne- 
cessary that he should open. After long search he 
found a will, which bequeathed to Tyrrel the whole of 
his personalty, but maae no mention of the landed es* 
tates, and desired that the funeral might be conducted in 
the most private manner possibl j This will, however, 
was cancelled, — the seal being torn ofi*, and the signa- 
ture partially erased. Further search became therefore 
necessary ; but after the most patient investigation no 
other could be found. Lord Malton's attorney knew of 
none. He had not even been called in to assist in 
making that whiqh was discovered^ >and which bore the 
date of four years back. 

This, the only apparent document, being cancelled, it 
became necessary to conclude that Lord Malton had 
died intestate. By the conditions, however, of this im- 
perfect will, Granby determined strictly »to abide. It 
was, he thought, an act of mere justice to Tyrrel, and 
would place him in comparative affluence : which, how- 
ever ill he merited, he had probably been brought up to 
e,xpect. Granby had reason to fear, that serious delin- 
quencies on bis part had induced his father to recall this 
favourable disposition ; but still he eould not suppose, 
that had not death come so suddenly upon Lord Malton, 
he would have gone to the grave, leaving his only child 
in a state of worse than beggary. 

" There were also bequests to some old servants, and a 
provision for Mary Wibon, which Granby determined 
punctually to execute. 

The funeral was next to be arranged ; and Granby, in 
compliance with the wish of the deceased, took all pro- 
per means to insure its privacy. This was facilitated by 
the circumstance of the church being close to the man- 
sion, so that neither hearse nor coaches became neces- 
sary. It took place at an early hour in the morning. 
A few of the principal tenants were privately desu^d to 
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attend ; but none of the neighbouring gentry. Gmnby 
was the only relation present ; and consequently the 
chief mourner. Thus, twice within one month, had he 
performed that solemn office to the two nearest of his 
male relations ; and found himself, at their death, the 
heir and successor of each. 

Never before had so short a period teemed with 
events so important to Granby's future prospects ; events 
by which his views and c<mdition had been at once com« 
pletely changed. Such a change might easily have 
blown up the flame of pride in many a bosom young as 
his. But the solemn scenes which he had lately wit- 
nessed had brought with them an awful lesson, and 
taught him the nothingness of those distinctions which 
now expanded to his view. 






CHAPTER XI. 

I can be disbonoored onlj bv perpetrating an ni^iist action. My hononr 
ig in my own keeping, beyond the reach of all mankind. No injury that 
yoa flhaU infliet fibatl proroke me to expose yon to imnecegsary evil. 

Caleb Williams^ 

A WEEK had now elapsed since Lord Malton's death, 
and still no tidings had been heard of Tyrrel. It was 
found necessary that Granby should remain at Teds- 
worth at least two days after the funeral; and as 
Tyrrel had not yet appeared, he began to hope that 
he might be spared the pain of a meeting that would 
be doubly distressing under a roof which, to the exclu- 
sion of Tyrrel, Granhy now might call bis owii. 

But on the second morning, as he was seating some 
papers previous to his departure from Tedsworth, 
which was to take place that evening, he heard voices, 
one of which, whose tone was somewhat loud and 
aathoritative, made his heart beat quick with agitation, 
for he thought the sound was like that of TyrrePs. 
They ceased — a door was opened and closed — steps 
were heard along the corridor — the door of the apart- 
ment in which he sat was hastily opened — and TyrreL 
£tood before him. 
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He was in a riding dress, bespattered with dirt, his 
features heated with exercisie, and apparently distorted 
with passion. He closed the door with violence ; then 
paused, and stood for an ifistant suireying Granby 
sternly and insultingly from the other end of the room. 

The apparition was so sudden, that Granby scarce 
knew how to address him, An exclamation of sur* 
prise alone escaped his lips. Tyrrel with an expression 
of bitter scorn on his countenance, strode up to the 
table at which Granby was sitting, and resting his 
hands on a chali* opposite, looked him deliberately in 
the face. 

" Well, my Lord I" were his first words, " 1 hope 
your Lordship finds yourself at home — 1 hope your 
time is passed agreeably — I hope your minutest orders 
have been strictly obeyed, and that every one in this 
house has been eager to anticipate your wishes. I, 
the humblest of your servants, have come at last, cap 
in hand, to know your Lordship's gracious^ will.'' 

" Tyrrel !" said Granby, looking gravely and sorrow- 
fully at him, '* this is a mockery which I had hoped to 
have been spared." 

" Mockery, my Lord !*" replied Tyrrel, in the same 
insulting tone of feigned humility ; '* 1 wish I could 
agree with you. There is rather more reality in the 
case, to my mind, than is either pleasant or convenient. 
Submission is my proper part. You, great Sir, are the 
master here. I am only come to pay my homage to 
the Lord of Teds worth. May I sit down in your pre- 
sence ?" said he, taking a chair at the same time, and 
seating himself opposite to Granby in a posture of 
defiance. 

" Tyrrel P said Granby, " for heaven's sake be 
calm and ^temperate in your language. Our mutual 
understanding is not likely td be improved by this sort 
of conduct." 

" This sort of conduct I" echoed Tyrrel, fiercely. 
'* And what in my conduct do you find to blame ? Am 
not I sufficiently lowly and respectful ? Do you wish to 
have me lick ^our shoe t I meant to gratify you and do 
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you bonour-p— but I tbink, young Sir, you are bard to 
please. However, if you dislike the respectful tone, 
it can.be changed, and quickly too. And now, to talk 
more like an equal, let me congratulate you upon your 
prospects. They are great and gratifying eveiy way. 
They involve the ruin of an^ enemy— ^a circumstance 
not to be overlooked by minds like yours, of an exalted 
stamp. I hope since this ha^ opened upon you, your 
slumbers. Sir, have been as sound as heretofore.'* 

"At any rate, Tyrrel^ my conscience has. been as 
pure ; and you know full well that my present lot has 
fallen upon me without my contrivance, or even know- 
ledge. I am not guilty even of a^ish to dispossess you 
of your father's property. Why should you think 
that my change of condition should have wrought 
in me any ungenerous feelings pf exultation ? Such 
imputations are hard to bear. But, from you, in this 
instance, I forgivje them." 

Tyrrel ground his teeth with an expression of disap* 
pointed rage. 

"Perhaps," pursued Granby, " you are offended at 
the part I have already taken. My actions in this 
respect do not call for a^ defence ; but for your satis- 
faction I am willing to make one. I came here by 
your father's dying request. You were absent, and we 
knew not where. 1 w^8 the only relative present ; and 
on me necessarily devolved the management of every 
thing. And a painful task I have had to fulfil. But [ 
have not been forward in assuming the air of a masteif. 
I did no more thah was my duty ; and that being done, 
1 prepare this evening to depart." 

" Far be it. Sir, from me," said Tyrrel, scornfully, 
"to urge your departure, or abridge the sphere of your 
useful duties. I trust that nothing has been left undone. 
I hope you have duly perused the rent-roll, and stu- 
died the family pedigree, i hope you have taught 
your future menials to pay due worship to the rising 
sun. i hope you have instructed the tr«ncher-scraper 
of my father's kitchen to take the wall of the son of 
his master* Indeed I need not ask that question. I 
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knoVr, Sir, I know already, that you have informed 
your household of ray situation. I saw the state of 
the case at once, in the guilty look of Nicholls, the 
steward. The fellow changed colour and hung his 
head as soon as he saw me. I instantly asked the 
stammering scoundrel whether you had told him who 
I was ; and he confessed. Sir, that you had ; and that 
you had charged him — ** 

" Tyrrel,** said Granby, interrupting him, " I allow 
much for the irritation which leads you to misinterpret 
my motives. I acted, as Lthought, considerately and 
kindly. But you are mistaken in supposing that all 
the household are informed. I mentioned it only to a 
few ; and that with a view to my own security, and 
under injunctions of strict secrecy." 

" And why not to all ?" said Tyrrel fiercely. " A 
curse on such affected delicacy — such timid, sneaking 
policy ! Why do not you publish it at once ? Why 
do not you call in all your household ? Why do not 
you point at me, and say, * Look there — ^look at that 
man, whom you once thought the heir of a nobleman. 
He was the base-born brat of a cottager's daughter. 
Use him as such. Revenge yourselves for the supe- 
riority which he once assumed over you, his betters.' 
Why do not you say all this ? Do you feel as if you dare 
say it ?" 

At this moment the door was opened, and one of 
the footmen entered the room. "I am sent, my Lord," 
said the man, " by Mr. Nicholls, to inquire ^ 

" To whom are you speaking ?" interrupted Tyrrel, 
fiercely. 

" To you, my Lord.** 

**My Lord ! scoundrel! I am no Lord. — Quit the 
room," said he, stamping furiously ; and the astonished 
servant hastily withdrew. 

^'Was this your plan to insult me. Sir," said he, 
turning to Granby. ^< I will tell you, then, that I spurn 
at the petty malevolence which can stoop to vent itself 
through the medium of a servant. And there you sit 
secure and calm, and Heavens ! how I hate that 
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smooth, specious mildness-r^tbat soft hypocrisy, that 
takes so much pains to seem unruffled." 

"Tyrrel I Tyrrel !" exclaimed Granby, "for Heaven's 
sake, do not abuse my patience. Its bounds are al« 
most exceeded now. 1 do not know to what your 
strange behaviour tends, unless yoii mean to insult 
mc* 

*^ Tou have it, young fellow ! such is my meaning. 
I thought you could hardly be so dull but you would 
contrive to find out that ; and I give you joy of the 
discovery. Now, Sir, we understand each other.** 

** Too well, TyrFcl— and I would fain have conceal- 
ed from myself a little longer that such was the fact.** 

** But now you know it,** interrupted Tyrrel ; **and 
what is to be the consequence ?-— What will you do ? 
■—What will you say ? — Dare not you order me to quit 
your presence ? — Have not you the spirit left to turn 
out of my fsuher's house the man who insults its present 
owner ?" 

Granby returned no answer, but regarded him 
steadily, with a fixed look of compassion rather than 
of anger. TyrrePs rage was instantly heightened to 
an ungovernable pitch, at the calm superiority of Gran- 
hfs manner, and his features were powerfully dis- 
torted by a fresh accession of passion. 

" Mean-spirited coward !" said he, '/ do you think 
to triumph by the dull, slavish property which you call 
forbearance ? Fool ! it shall ngt serve you long. I 
give you this to grace your coronet ;" and with these 
words, stepping close up to Granby, be dashed him 
against the wall, by a violent blow upon the breast. 

A long and terrible pause ensued. Granby's first 
impulse, on recovering from the shock, was to return 
the insult by a similar attack ; and he made one step 
towards Tyrrel, with this intention. His hand was 
clenched, and, half upraised ; but in an instant it was 
dropped again. << God forbid !" escaped his lips; and 
turning away,~he leaned against the chimney piece, and 
covered his face with one hand. 

Tyrrel stood firm when he saw Granby advancing 
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to return the blow ; but on his turning away in «iience« 
he looked at him earnestly for a while, then taking pen 
and paper from the table, wrote down his* address, and 
with deliberate steps, as if neither ruffled in temper, 
nor desirous of flying from his opponent, he walked 
towards the door, and closed it gently after him as he 
retired. His measured tread was beard along the 
corridor, in the same slow, unvaried cadence. 
^ Granby was now left alone, — and with what feelings ! 
Nothing that he had yet experienced could equal the 
burning agony of that moment. What though no eye 
had seen the insult ? It did not on that account appear 
less galling ; and his intense consciousness of its og- 
gravated nature prevented him from drawing comfort 
from such a reflection. Now a flush of overpowering 
shanfie, at having been so treated with impunity, would 
deeply dye his countenance, and he would brand, for a 
moment, with the name of irresolution, those better 
feelings which forbad retaliation. But these presently 
regained their empire ; and then he would look with 
pity on his unhappy rehtive, stung with the bitter sense 
of his situation, and regarding him, though most 
unjustly, as the triumphant instrument of his downfall. 

Occasionally, with.veniai infirmity, he would sufi'er 
himself to dwell with satisfaction on his triumph of 
superior temper ; but this soon gave way to tbe mild 
influence of that Christian charity which *< vaunteth not 
itself,** and vihicb prompts the return of good for evil. 

"Yes," said he, " I will forgive. Circumstances, 
perhaps, have rendered me in some degree the ag- 
gressor. I cannot — must not challenge him. No 
insult that he can ofier shalKmake me willingly his 
murderer. But should he require me to meet him, 
I shall not scruple to comply.** 

His eye rested at that moment on the paper on which 
Tyrrel had written his address. "It is fortunate,** 
said he, "that he has left me this. Perhaps he expects 
from me a challenge. He wrongs me in expecting it» 

Tflis shall assist me in performing a higher duty a 

deed more worthy of a man and a Christian. 
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He sat down, and after some minuses spent in deep 
and anxious meditation, lie addressed to Tyrrel the fol- 
lowing letter : 

^* In addressing you at such a time, let me at once 
distinctly warn you, that this letter is not prompted by 
our late meeting, nor will it contain more than a mere 
allusion to the unpleasant circumstances by which that, 
meeting was attended. It is not a letter of hostility or 
reproach. It is a dispassionate statemeat of measures 
upon which I had previously decided ; which nothing 
but your conduct prevented me from announcing to you 
personally ; and in the determination of which that con* 
duct has produced no eventual alteration. I take this 
early opportunity of writing to you, because I am now 
apprized of your place of abode. You may soon be 
gone, I know not where ; and as the tendency of ray 
address is to allay your angry feelings, the sooner it is 
done the better. 

'^ You have inflicted on me as severe an insult as man 
can offer to man. Let it forever be forgotten.' I bear 
you no enmity on. that account. I will not even say that 
you were unprovoked. You were naturally goaded, by 
adverse circumstances, to an irritation, the violence of 
which I can excuse. I therefore claim no merit to my* 
self for not exhibiting the symptoms of an anger which 
I do not feel. I will say no .more orf this affair. Let 
its remembrance cease for ever. I will now turn to the 
subject of my communication. — It is briefly this : — Your 
father, is found to have died intestate. His death, as 
you must have heard, was sudden ; and he was proba- 
bly thereby prevented from making such a disposition 
of his aflairs as he considered just and desirable. As a 
variance between him and yourself had previously ex- 
isted, it will be gratifying to you to hear^ that your name 
was mentioned by him previous to his death, in the tone 
of a^ection. I therefore trust that aU animosity on his 
part had ceased, and that an ample provision was in his 
contemplation. I must also inform you, that a will 
made several years back has been discovered ; bijit t\\^ 
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being cancelled, it is thereby rendered invalid. By this 
will you are made the heir to all his personalty. The 
freehold property is not mentioned, but is left to devolve 
by course of law. Not having been with your father in 
his last moments, so as to obtain from him any direc- 
tions, and this being the only written expression of his 
intentions that I have been able to discover, I think pro- 
per to abide by the bequests of this his former will, how- 
ever subsequently annulled ; and I shall make over to 
you accordingly all the property specified therein. This 
X regard as an act of simple justice —an act which 
nothing that you could have said or done ought to have 
influenced either in one way or the other. It is done 
as a satisfaction to my own feelings of equity and honour. 
As such I view it, and as such I wish that it should be 
viewed by you. 

^f This is probably the last communication that ever 
will take place between us. I wish, therefore, that it ' 
should be one of charity and peace. It is better for 
each that we should meet no more. I feel that any 
further interview can be productive of no advantage. 
Even should it be peaceable, it cannot but be painful. 

*^ And now, in the act of a separation which may chance 
to be eternal, let me earnestly entreat that all heart- 
burnings be dismissed. Do not allow your anger to be 
directed unjustly towards one who clung to you as a 
friend s.o long as you suffered him to think you such; 
and who never, up to this houv^ has intentionally wrought 
you injury. I am asking namore from you than I have 
already fulfiUed myself. I have banished all ill will. 
May you ere long be able^caudidly to say the same. Do 
not return a hasty answer. Time will produce a con- 
ciliatory effect. The resentment which you lately ex- 
pressed will give way to milder feelings ; and though 
you may neveir regard me with the eye of friendship, 
you will not, 1 trust, hereafter view me in the hateful 
fight of a decided enemy. 

"HeNRT GRANBr.** 
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Tend me to-niglit : 
May b« it k the period of your duty ; 
Haply yoa sliaU nol see-ine qawe, or if— 
A mangted shadow. • Perchance to-morrow 
You'H serve another master. 

Antony and CLKOfATsa. 

Having written the foregoing letter, Granby instantly 
despatched a servant on horseback, who was directed to 
convey it with all pgssibte speed to Tyrrel. He relin- 
quished his plan of quitting Tedsworth that evening, — 
thinking that he might probably receive from Tyrrel 
an answer to his letter, for which answer it was im- 
portant that he should wait. 

Between three and four hours elapsed before the ser- 
vant intrusted with the letter returned to Tedswortb. 
He brought back no answer, and had been told that 
none was required/ This was singular and provoking, 
and Granby now began to lament that he had postponed 
his intended departure. While thinking thus, a notb 
was brought in, directed to him in Tyrrel's hand, and . 
he was told that the bearer was waiting for a reply. He 
opened it and read as follows : 

" I have tried your courage and found it wanting/ 
Many hours have now elapsed since you tamely received 
thp insult of a blow ; and you have not yet dared to ex- 
press your resentment, and claim from me that satis- 
faction which is required by the injured honour of a 
gentleman. I had thought your opened prospects 
would have roused in you the energies of a man, and 
that you would have dreaded to cast discredit on yoUr 
4iew-fledged honours. But a sense of usurpation has 
benumbed your better spirit, and you shrunk before me 
to the mean supplanter that you are. But I can still 
be generous — nay, I have still some pride^ of, lineage, 
and would not see you disgrace, by cowardice, a family 
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to which I have hitherto been considered to belong. I 
offer you the opportunity which you have neglected. I 
send you the challenge which you yourself ought to 
have sent to me ; and invite you to wipe off the disgrace 
which my hand has inflicted. If you have the spirit of 
a man, meet me to-morrow morning at six o'clock, at 
the Old Park Quarry, with a brace of pistols. I shall 
bring no second. My servant only will attend me. 
You, if you choose, may be similarly provided. Do not 
attempt to put me off with idle cant, about the impro- 
priety of a hostile meeting between near relations. Re- 
member, Sir, that we are not relations. That imaginary 
tie I now utterly disclaim. 1 am not the relation of any 
one. Let your answer be short and speedy. Your 
eternal foe, 

^< George Granbt Tyrrel.** 

The shock of receiving such a letter was more severe 
than words will easily describe ; but Granby struggled 
with his feelings; and had any one observed him at the 
time of reading it, they would perhaps have been utterly 
unsuspicious of the tremebdous import of its contents. 
He paused for a moment, and then taking up a pen, 
wrote these words: "I accept your challenge. I will 
meet you at six to-morrow,- at the Old Park Quarry. 
My servant alone will attend me." 

Then folding up the note, he ordered it to be delivered 
to the. messenger in waiting. When this was done, 
nothing remained but to reflect upon the dreadful past, 
or look forward to the more tremendous to-morrow. 
On either side the scene was terrible. After the letter 
which he had sent, the conduct of Tyrrel seemed 
scarcely human, and argued a fiendish depth of malig- 
nity, at which he shuddered while he considered it. 
Could his own letter have miscarried? Could there 
have been delay in the delivery ? These were important 
questions, and with a view to their solution he sum- 
moned the groom who took the letter, and strictly 
questioned him on these points. But the man persisted 
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m saying that he had not loitered on the road, and on 
arriving, had delivered the letter into Tyrrel's hands. 

Granby was therefore compelled to conclude, that 
Tyrrel, after the receipt of a letter which breathed only 
the spirit of kindness, generosity, and reconciliation, had, 
with almost unexampled ferocity, followed up his former 
insult by the aggravated addition of a challenge. . He 
seemed' to thirst for blood— he wished, if possible, to 
take the life of him who had robbed him of his father'^ 
lands, and maliciously resolved that if he could not hold 
them himself, they should at least be fatal to the heir. 

" I am resigned," said (Sranby, as he walked to and 
fro in his apartment. " I go to meet my foe with a 
conscience which, if I do not presume to call it void of 
offence, is at least unchargeable with vindictive feeling 
towards him. I- may fall by his hand ; but he shall ne- 
ver incur such danger from mine.' Nq^ — if I am sent to 
my last account, it shall not be with this dreadful addi- 
tion to my other offences." 

He then turned his mind to the consideration of the 
few, but solemn and important duties which remained 
to be discharged, in the brief time which in this life he 
could now with certainty call his own. ^ 

His first care was the formation of his will, — a con- 
siderable part of which was a transcript of the will of the 
late Lord M alton, so far ^s related to his legacies to old 
seitrants, and the bequest of his personal property to 
Tyrrel. The rest, with the exception of a few smal^ 
legacies to various friends and relatives, he left to the 
next heir at law, a cousin of his, a man of great respect- 
ability, of whom, however, as he lived at a great distance^ 
and was of moderate fortune and retired habits, Granl%, 
had never seen much ; and who, in the event of his 
death, would succeed to the estate, though not to the 

title. .-^'-^''^'^^'^S^ 

He next prepared for himself a seve'^l^^a^'^j^^ ^ 

took from its envelope in his pocket boioS^^ *P^*^ ^ - 
hah- which was given him by Caro^i^; and which, in 
spite of her unkindness, and his hopeless disunion Irom 
that family, he still always bore >Aout him. He lookca 
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at it with intense angoifilv and with a fixedness of atten- 
tion, as if he would count each individual hair. He 
painfuUy retraced all 4hose flattering visions of bappi- 
nessy which that treasured relic had firom time to time 
conjured up, — all alike fleeting uid delusive. He 
looked back upon the frequent alternations of hope and 
fear, with which the period of their intimacy had lately 
been chequered. He seemed to have been Fortune'^ 
puppet ; and brightly as she had lately smiled upon him, 
the proi^ect now was overcast with tenfold gloom. 
Wealth, rank, and honours were fading away, like the. 
illusions of a broken dream, and near and distinct was 
the murderous weapon,- in the hand of a vindictive foe. 

He took the pen, and his hand trembled as he held 
it. ' It was not throij^h fear of his impending fate. He 
was agitated with a more tender affliction. He was 
about to write a last ad<kess to her whom he loved above 
all that remained to him in the world besides. He could 
not on such an occasion steel his heart against the soft- 
ening influence of grief. A tear fell upon the paper — 
he saw it, and it warned him to struggle with bis feel- 
ings. ^' Even this," said he, '< shall not unman me ; nor. 
shall she see this testimony of my weakness ;'' and he 
pushed the blotted paper from him, and hastily took 
another sheet, a;nd wiped from his eyes the rising drops. 
He then resumed his pen, and wrote as follows :— «- 

" Receive from me a gift which Mong viewed, per- 
haps mistakenly, as the pledge of love : a gift which F 
therefore valued as my life, and with life only do I now 
resign it. You may have already learnt from other 
sources the tale of my untimely end. You will, I trust, 
bestow a tear on the memory of one, whom if you never 
loved, you have at least long known, and probably re- 
garded with some portion of esteem 5 of one who has un- 
^happily forfeited even that esteem, he knows not bow, 
"^ni must now remain for ever ignorant. In a moment 
,«oawfu^ — knowt»g.that when this meets your eye I 
shall be no u.<>re, and that before another night shall 
close, ray end may be accomplished— I cannot hesitate 
to tell all that L have felt for you, I have loved you 
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witb an afiection as sincere and ardent, as ever filled the 
breast of man ; . and however that love may have* been 
chilled for a time by our disunion, it has never — never 
been extinct ; and I feel at this moment, that I shall 
carry it with me to my early grave, as warm and fervent 
as in the happiest hours of our ill fated iutimacy. Do^ 
not shrink from the protestations of one, who when you 
read this wilt be in the tomb. He owes it to you, and 
to himself, to declare, in the last hours of his existence, 
that, however slander and mischance may have blinded 
you to his affection, that affection has never ceased. 
My last prayer shall be for you. Think of me kindly 
for awhile, and then let me be forgotten. I ask no more 
than a short- but favourable remembrance, and your for- 
giveness of all in which I may have seemed to offend. 
May every blessing gather around you-s-may you be 
happily united to one worthy of your hand — one who 
can appreciate your virtues— -who can love you as I 
have.done, and whom you can love in return. Thus 
praysv in the last evening of his life, your fervently at- 
tached, 

" HfiNRT Granby." 

The writing such an address — the enclosure of the 
treasured lock — the directing— the sealing — were all 
trials of the severest kind* But the cup of grief was not 
yet full, nor had he executed all the tasks of this appat- 
ling night. He was alone in the large and gloomy libra- 
ry, surrounded by sealed papers which were to be 
re-opened after his death. After listening with suspense 
to the slow striking of the great hall clock, which sound- 
ed from above the portico, he rang and ordered his own 
servant to be sent. The man entered. 

" Shut the door,'' said Granby, " but first see that no- 
body is within hearing." 

The man looked surprised at his master's air of mys- 
tery, but promptly obeyed. 

" William," pursued Granby, " you are one on whose 
attachment and fidelity I trust 1 may rely. Promise 
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first not to tell to any iiviog indUridual what I am going 
to communicate.'' ' 

" Certainly, Sir,'' said the man, '^ I will prpmi$e, and 
will keep the promise faithfully." 

^^ You will not have to keep it long. Before this time 
to-morrow, all need of silence will be past. Perhaps, 
1 may be no more." 

**' Sir !" said the man, turning pale. 
" Yes," said Gr^nby, *'it is very pfohable. I am to 
meet Mr. Tyrrel to- r.orrow morning at the Old Park 
Quarry, at six o'clock. We are to fight with pistols* 
You must attend me to witness the result, and to assist 
me if 1 fall." 

The main turned his eyes upon his master with anex-^ 
pression of horror, to which no description could do 
justice. His knees smote each other, and he stood the 
picture of dismay. Then making a violent effort to 
speak, he said,-*-'' I would sta^id by you, Sir, in any 
danger, — but thisf: has come upon me so suddenly that 
— oh! I will attend you. Sir, wherever you desire me ; 
but J hope it will not come to fighting — I had as lief go 
and be shot at myself, as look on without the power to 
help you. But, I trust. Sir, there will be no necessity." 
^^ Say no more about that-— there is an absolute ne- 
♦ oessity — the meeting is fixed." 

^' Oh ! if it could but be prevented ! I would not ask 
you, Sir, to shrink from any man — but, oh, Sir, if thore 
is any thing in the whole world that I can do — any let- 
ter that I can t>ike ^consider. Sir, pray. Mr. Tyrrel 
^ (my lord, I mean,) heu such a near relation to you, Sir 
-—surely — surely — he can never think of fighting with 
you. But 1 humbly beg your pardon, Sir-r-l know it is 
not for such as me to interfere in this sort of matter ; but 
I cannot help saying what I think, when my heart i» so 
full — and if any thing should happen to you, Sir" — here 
his voice faltered, and he stopped as if unable to pro- 
ceed. 

" I must do my duty, William," said Granby, " and 
meet Mr. Tyrrel, as I have promised. The rest I leave 
to Providence. If I fall you will find that I have re- 
membered you." 
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" God blcas you, Sir, donjt talk of that.'' 
" I will not hurt yctu by dwelling on the worst* ' Call 
me to-morrow at five, and say nut a word to any of the 
household* I thank you for this proof of your regard ; 
but let us try to make the best of what must happen. I 
am unfit to talk upon this subject longer, and you aro^ 
affected by it. ^f erhaps you had better leave me." 

The poor man, who stood during these words, cover- 
ing his face with his hands, walked slowly and silently 
out of tlu! room, and Granby was again left to his owh 
solemn meditatioDs* 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

So stands the Thracian herdsman with his 8pe«r 
Fall in the gap, and hopes the hunted bear ; 
And hears him snorting in the wood, and sees 
His coarse at distance by the bending trees ; . 
And thinks, here G(Mnes my mortal enemy, 
And either he most fall in fight or L 

Drtden. 

Granby rose early the next morning and attended 
by his servant, walked to the appointed place of meet- 
ing. It was a deep romantic glen, which after winding 
gracefully for a short distance, was abruptly terminated 
by a bold semicircular front of naked lime stone* It 
had been originally a quarry, but had been long disused ; 
and though the valley was executed by art, no one who 
now looked at those fine broken slopes, so thickly 
clothed with thorn and hfizel, could trace the operations 
of the spade ; nor viewfng the beetling crags, now richly 
tinged with moss and lichen, could suppose that those 
picturesque masses had ever been submitted to the dis- 
tiguring action of the workman's tool. 

A narrow path, almost closed with luxuriant under- 
wood, conducted up the valley, which widened gradu- 
ally as you approached the extremity. There beneath 
the curving ledge of rock, was a smooth lerel plot of 
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the finest turf, which was skirted, on the side opposite 
to the crag, by a small ripling stream, which gushing 
out of a crevice, wound its way along a stony chaDnel, 
to the entrance of the glen* 

It was a pleasing, smiling spot, ill fitted, but from its 
Joneiiness, to be the scene of deliberate murd^r^-for 
murder it still is, though sanctioned by the custom of 
civilized^ of Christianized society. 

Never waTs a more delightful summer^s morning than 
this, which frowned so menacingly on Granby. The 
thrush was singinig loudly and sweetly in the hazel 
thicket, which also resounded with the gay chirping of 
minor songsters. The sun shining over the edge of the 
rocks, which cast a broad gray shadow on the dewy 
grass, glanced brighly upon the thick brushwood that 
lined the edges of the slope ; and the tall spreading 
oaks that nodded above them, added by their height 
to the sequestered depth of the ravine. 

But this fair scene conveyed no pleasure to the sad 
eyes that viewed it then. Granby's were fixed upon 
the ground, ns, with folded arms, he traversed the small 
green area to and fro, in painful anxious expectation. 
Now and then he raised his head, to see if Tyrrel were 
approaching ; and stopped to listen for his footsteps^ 
and thought sometimes he heard them. He was mis- 
taken : it was but the ripple of the little gurgling 
stream that lost itself among the copse. 

He had now waited long, and at len(>th taking out his 
watch, found that tlve time of the appointment was con- 
siderably exceeded. It was awful to think of time at 
a moment like this, when he was standin^^, perhaps, 
upon the verge of eternity. The thought occurred to 
him as he looked at the watch, but it did not make his 
courage quail ; and he replaced it with a steady hand* 
" Surely,'' said he half aloud, " he will not faifin his 
own appointment. 1 wish he were come. The sooner 
the better— since it must be so." 

At this moment, looking up, he saw a figure emerge 
from among the brushwood, and advance towards him. 
It was Tyrrel. . He was enveloped in a large cloak. 
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and a travelling cap was drawn far over his eyea* Hifl 
face' was bent downwards, and his step had lost its 
former steadiness of tread. He stopped when he saw 
Granby— -paused for a moment, as if in the act of con* 
sideratioD— -and then beckoned to him to approach. 

Granlnr looked at himSrith surprise, but without 
stirring from the spot where he stood. Tyrrel then 
approached him in a hurried manner, laid bis hand 
upon his arm, and looking at the servant who was 
standing near, '^ Come with me, this way,'^ said he to 
Granby. ^' I wish to speak to you in private.'^ 

Granby cast at him a suspicious look. The desperate 
character of Tyrrel flashed across his mind, and he 
allowed himself for an instant to anticipate a deed of 
violence. lie said nothing; but Tyrrel read his. ap- 
prehensions in bis looks ; and the blood rushed into his 
pale cheek, with shame, at being so suspected. 

"Are you afraid,'' said tie, ip a tone of bitterness, 
"to trust yourself along with me? I am not such a 
ruffian as you think me. But perhaps 1 have deserved 
this. No matter— -let it pass-^come with me apart. 
By the heaven above us no treachery is intended.--*-! 
have much to say to you, which no mortal ears but 
your*s must hear." 

Granby nodded acquiescence. ''Stop there,'' he 
added, turning to his servant ; then rejoining Tyrrel, 
walked after him in silence. 

Tyrrel presently stopped, and after looking round, 
" Granby," said he, " if you have any fears^ remaining, 
i can at once remove them. I am unarmed — I have 
neither pistols nor weapons of any kind — I could not 
harm you if I would." <? 

" Have I then been under a delusion?" said Granby, 
looking at him with astonishment. "Did you not 
come to fight with me ?" » 

** You have not been deceived," said Tyrrel ; " I 
did challenge you ; and I here meet you by that ap- 
pointment. But do not tbink that I am now come to 
raise my hand against your life. God forbid that I 
should hurt a hair of your head. Granby, 1 struck 
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you most foully and unjustly. I now express the deep* 
est, humblest sorrow for it — I will stoop even to receive 
chastisement from your hands. Forgive the frenzy of 
a momenta I was scarce myself when 1 so acted, and 
I was hardly less a madman when 1. wrote that horrible 
challenge* But I had not then received your letter.'' 

"Thank God!'' exclaimed Granby fervently. "It 
is a happiness to^ hear it — I thought you scarcely could 
have made so cruel a jreturn/' 

" No, Granby, you judged rightly. Villain as I may 
have been, I trust it was not possible. But now 1 have 
read your letter, and I shall never forget it. You de- 
serve my gratitude — aud you have it — my eternal 
gratitude — for you have acted nobly by me. I injured 
— insulted — grossly insulted you — to my shame I con- 
fess it. And you have returned good for evil. You 
say I owe you no acknowledgments: — a thousand! a 
thousand ! You sa) that nothing which 1 could have 
said or done could have altered your determination :— 
I believe it — 1 firmly believe it. Let me have tried 
you as I might, you would still have acted like yourself. 
Oh, I am a scoundrel — a pitiable scoundrel— but I have 
still some good in me — I can applaud, though I cannot 
imitate.'' 

" Nay, Tyrrel," said Granby, " I trust you can not 
only speak, but act well — your present step is a proof 
of it." 

" Ay — ay — that shows some signs of grace — but I 
am softened by mi&fortune. Oh ! you do not yet half 
know the miserable wretch I am. I thank you for your 
offer — it was very kind and noble — You said it was 
but «ih act of justice— oh, no, no — an act of generosity 
— of mercy. But it comes too late — it cannot save me. 
Ay — you look astonished — but hear me, Granby.. All 
my father's fortune, were it mine to-morrow, would not 
save me from beggary. I have lost house, lands, every 
thing ; the very ground we stand upon, though it was 
not mine to lose. But the rascals did not know that — 
they will be cheated of their prey." 
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^' Should 70a then still have been ruined bad jou^ 
been — " 

" Had I been now Lord Malton f Yes — driven from 
my house by Jews and sharpers. So it U better as 
it is, you see. The scoundrels cannot touch you — and 
they none of them deserve a farthing. 'Tis well I am 
not the heir. Then 1 could not have been revenged 
— I should have lost alt, and they would have tri- 
umphed in their gains. But then they could not have 
touched my person, and now they can. But no matter 
—they never shall — I will baffle them yet,'' 

'* Tell roe, then," said Granby, " in what way I may 
best serve you ?'' 

" I wiil," said Tyrrel ; " I know that you are both 
able and willing. You are very kind — too kind about 
the personalty-^but do not make that over to tne. 
Under my present circumstances, I dare not hold, in 
my own name, any property in the funds, or place it in 
iiifi^ hands of any banker. It would be seized im- 
mediately* Besides, if it was not, I could not with 
safety receive the dividends. I must lie incognito for 
a season — perhaps a long one—- heaven knows how 
lonfr. No, Granby, you shall be my banker. That is. 
the way in which yo« may assist me. Take all — it is 
lawfully yours — but pay me a thousaiid a year out of it, 
and I can live abroad hke a prince.'' 

" Do you then intend to leave England ?" 

^^ instantly — no other course remains for me. I 
cannot stay here long with safety ; unless I lead a 
skulking life, in a constant state of self-denial and 
anxiety, that would be worse than actual imprison* 
ment. No — I must fly, and quickly too." 

^'And how are the remittances to be made?" in- 
quired Granby. 

" Oh — for the present — let me see-r-you must direct 
for me under an assumed name. What shall 1 be ? — 
Smith? — ^Jackson? — Jackson will do. Send me a 
draft upon your banker for Reuben Jackson, or bearer. 
The amount 1 leave to you. Direct to me under that 
name, at the Old Slaughter's Coffee-house, in {jondon, 
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I maat contrive before I leave Englandy to lie hid a 
few days in some dingy abode in that neighboarbood* 
I shall not acknowledge your remittance. Even Ihat 
^might lead to my discovery. You will not, therefore) 
hear from me again until I have crossed the Cl^annel. 
You shall then know my next direction.' I shall live a 
free, careless life abroad, with nothing on earth to 
trouble me. Perhaps I may die of pure ennui : though 
I rather think my recollection of past days will keep 
my hours from hanging heavy. Yes,'' said he, in a 
subdued, inward tone, pressing hia hand to his fore* 
head«—- ^* there is fuel here to feed the flame.. The 
ilire is kindled-— and while I live will ever go on-^ 
burning— burning— " 

Here his voice sunk till it beeame inaudible; though 
the motion of the lips showed that he was still speak- 
ing ; while a sudden pang convulsed his features. It 
was but for a moment. He turned his face away. 
The mastery was gained ; and when he looked ag^in 
towards 6ranby« his countenance wore almo&t an air 
of careless gayety. 

^* And now,'' said he, ^' it is fit that this conference 
should end. It may be the last we shall ever have-— 
yet still — why prolong it? Receive once more my 
heartfelt thanks for your generous treatment. Your 
very acceptance of my challenge showed a nobleness 
of spirit which I adnfiire from my very soul. Nay, do 
not shrink from my praise, unless you think it degrada- 
tion to be praised by me. Well, well,'^ said he, check- 
ing Granby's attempted denial, ^^ I believe you do not 
feel thaU But perhaps you think it flattery,^ — which it 
is not. But 1 must now go." 

So saying he stopped, and'gave a loud clear whistle, 
which was presently answered from a distance. ^^ That 
is no echo," said he to Granby, with a smile. ^^ The 
signal is answered — I must go. Farewell, for the last 
time ;" and so saying, he wrung Granby's hand ; turn- 
ed hastily away ; drew his cap over his eyes ; wrapped 
his cloak round him ; and was soon lost in the windings 
of the path. 
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With a lightened heart Granbj now returned to 
Tedsvirorth. Occupied with busy thoughts while in the 
presence of Tjrrel, and anxiouslj listening (o all be 
said, he had not at first been aware of the heavy load 
that was removed from his min^d. The lively joy of 
his faithful servant on hearing of the peaceful termi- 
nation of the meeting, first awakened him to a traer 
sense of it ; and a prayer of gratitude was internally 
and devoutly offered. 

Left to himself, he presently reviewed all the ame- 
liorated points of his present prospects. He was no 
longer at emnity with the man whom he had supplant* 
ed, and had heard from his lips that the property of 
which he seemed to have been so cruelly deprived, 
could in fact have availed him nothing : so that Gran- 
by, instead of robbing the son of bis relation, was only 
rescuing a fine estate out of the hands of sharpers. 
He had converted a bitter foe into a grateful friend, — 
and a friend who, far from shrinking from his kindness, 
gladly relied upon htm for assistance, and made him, 
as it were, the arbiter of his fate. 

Rank and wealth now expanded proudly to his view; 
and with a mind more at ease, he had leisure to con- 
template in its full extent the greatness which was al- 
ready almost his. There was one point alone in the 
prospect, which still remained as dark as ever :— his 
separation from the Jermyns. " They would not pro- 
bably now discourage that intimacy which has cost mc 
so much,'' said he, with a sigh ; ^^ and perhaps, aided 
by rank and title, 1 might still be successful in renew- 
ing my acquaintance. But for this purpose I mu3t stoop 
so low, that Caroline would despise me for my base- 
ness. No, no, that must never be. And to what end 
should I again see her ? To gain a fuller confirmation 
of her utter want of affection for me ? And shall I, who 
once vainly flattered myself that she could love mc for 
myself alone, now solicit the aid of these externals 
of rank and wealth, in order to be tolerated? Never! 
never 1" 

Thus reasoned one who, conscious of no accession 
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of merit from bis change of olitward Giitaoiatauces, 
scorned, as a mean, unfair advantage, the fictitious 
elevation which these might give ; and who was not 
yet accustomed to the value which, even in the ejes 
of the most philosophic portion of society, these ad- 
ventitious gifts reflect upon their owner. 

This day Granby quitted Tedsworth ; and though 
splendid, and his own, he quitted it without regret. 
The few associations with which it was connected, 
were all of an oppressive nature. He was therefore 
glad to dismiss them ; and as he hurried from the 
gloomy grandeur of his new possessions^ he looked 
forward with a lively glov^ of satisfaction to the humble 
dwelling of his youth. 

It would be unnecessary to enter into a lengthened 
description of the preparatory steps which Granby 
took, for the purpose of establishing his accession to 
the title and estate of Lord Malton. No opposition 
was made to his claims, and as the proo/s were full and 
satisfactory, a recognition of his right was the speedy 
consequence of the measures he adopted. 

Within two months, Henry Granby stood before the 
world, the acknowledged and undoubted possessor of 
^ the property and title of the late Lord Malton. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



Zuleika, child of g^entleness ! \ 

How dear, this very day must tell, 
When I forget my own distress 

In losine what I lore so well, 

To bid ttiee with another dwell. 

Btron. ' 

Leaving the new Viscount Malton in the possession 
of his tights, we shall reconduct our readers to Brack* 
ingsley ; where we shall find Sir Thomas Jermynj his 
lady, and their daughter, quietly engaged in the regu« 
lar excise of their accustomed duties. We shall 



^'take no note of time," otherwise than hy observing) 
that a few weeks had elapsed from the death of Lord 
Malton, op to the period at which we recomtnence oor 
notice of the proceedings of the Jermyn family. 

At this period Mr. Duncan and his lady, and also 
our old acqaaintance Courtenay, were upon a visit to 
Brackingsley. The acquaintance of the Jermyns with 
the Duncans, which had commenced at Hemingswortb, 
and been improved in town, had been strengthened 
into >^intimacy during a short stay at Brighton, in the 
latter part of the summer ; and^had produced the in- 
yitation which they now accepted. 

The rise and progress of Courtenaj's acquaintance 
we have partially witnessed ; and as he was in compa- 
ny with the Duncans at the time when the invitation 
was made to them, it was considered by Lady Jermyn 
very allowable, nay, '^ highly proper,'' (upon second 
thoughts) to extend it likewise to him. It would per- 
haps be illiberal to inquire whether she was influenced 
in her civility by the consideration of his prospective 
peerage. We will rather suppose that she merely re* 
garded him as a pleasant gentlemanly young man, who 
deserved attention as nvuch on account of what he was, 
as of what he might be : and besides, Lady Jermyn 
was an hospitable woman, And as she often said upon 
such occasions, ^^ liked to be civil to young people.^' 

Courtenay accepted the invitation with great alacri- 
ty. Not that he felt much pleasure in the society of 
either Lady Jermyn or Sir Thomas, or was much flat- 
tered by their notice of him. The attraction lay else«- 
where ; it was the '' one faic daughter and no more, 
which he loved passing well.'' He had begun to ad- 
mire Caroline in town, and had thought of her as seri- 
ously as could reasonably be expected, considering that 
he bad never met her but in the anti-matrimonial at- 
mosphere of a London ball room. 

His admiration thus awakened, begaif to ripen fast 
into attachment, now that he saw her in the less daz- 
zling, but more seductive sphere of her domestic cir«i 
cle» Her's were gentle timid graces^ which soch a 
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situation called forth ; and in these consisted her great- 
est eharm. Coartenay could not long regard her in 
this attractive point of vievv, without being deeply 
struck with the many captivating points of her cha- 
racter i her unvaried sweetness of temper,v natural, 
unforced cheerfulness, and perfect freedom from af« 
fecta^tion. He saw her now in that situation where 
woman's power is most deeply felt — where alone she 
may expect to win the heart of a man of sense. 

It is not amidst the gay distraction of a crowded 
party, or the lively prattle of the dance, — ^though with 
beauty heightened by the aid of brilliant lights, of 
costly jewels, and all the pride of millinery, — that her 
influence is most powerfully experienced. It is in the 
quiet interchange of that domestic species of society, 
in which display has less power to enter^ and in which 
the sterling qualities of the mind have fuller leisure to 
expand. 

Caroline, during the first few days of this visit, re- 
mained unconscious of those little indications of grow- 
ing affection which presented themselves in Courte- 
nay's manner, and which did not escape the more vigi- 
lant eye of Lady Jermyn. How soon Caroline would 
have found out the important truth by the unassisted 
exercise of her own sagacity, it would be difficult to 
say. But she was not destined lon^ to remain in igno- 
rance ; for her eyes were soon gently opened by the 
dexterous hand of Lady Jermyn. 

This lady had been thoroughly disposed to forward 
the wishes of Courtenay, quite as soon as he had begun 
Ho form them, fearing lest the unsuspicious frankness of 
her daughter's manner should tend to sink the lover in 
the friend, and chill the ardour of her» admirer. 
Thinking that in the place of this, a little bashful con* 
sciousness would not only be vastly proper in her 
daughter's situation, but eventually lead to a belter 
understanding ; seeing also that the present defects of 
Caroline's deportment arose from a wa^nt of due infor- 
mation; she resolved to acquaint her with the passion 
she had raised. 
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<' What a very pleasant young man Mr. Courtenay 
is!'' said she to Caroline, by way of opening the sub* 
ject, as the iatter sat near her, deep in the manoiaCf 
ture of a bead bracelet. 

"Ye^," said Caroline, carelessly — •'yes-^very — 
(the gold beads are by you, I believe — thank you, 
mamma)— yes-^he is very cofiversible — I begin to 
wish i had ^nishad this bracelet." 

^^ He seems^ to like his present quarters,'' said 
Lady Jermyn, modulating her voice into a significant 
tone. 

" Yes— I hope he aoes," said Caroline-r-'^ pray how 
loQg does he stay ?" 

*' You ought to know that better than I can.-^" 

" / — Mamma ! why so ?" 

'^ BecaMse 1 imagine his stay here depends less on 
me than you." 

Caroline looked up from her work in calm and 
guileless wonder-^^^ Indeed !", said she ; ^* docs it ? I 
don't understand how that should be." 

"Do not you really?" said Lady Jermyn, with. a very 
inquisitive scrutiny of her daughter' si face. '* No-<i- 
f ou do not ?**who could have thought it ? Poor Mr. 
Coart^nay ! I am afraid Caroline, he has paid his at- 
tentions to little purpose, if you have nut, by this time, 
been able to guess what he means by them." 

Caroline blushed, for she now understood her mo- 
ther's meaning. ** i never thought," said she, with a 
little embarrassment, '^ that he intended more than 
mere civility." 

^^Then, mv dear child, what magnificent ideas you 
must have of mere civiliiy ; or bow highly you must 
think of the politeness of the gentlemen of this agOy 
if you suppose that such attentions are paid by them 
as matters of course to every lady." 

^' I never thought much about that — but — I really 
do not obs<^rve any thing more than common in Mr. 
Courtenay's manner. To be sure, he always tries to 
make himself agreeable — but it is in a general way, 
not to one person more than to another, as far aa I 
ever perceive*'^ 
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<< No, my love/' snkd Lady Jerrnyn smiUng. " The 
one person to whom he does try to make himself par- 
ticularly agreeable, is perhaps not likely to perceive it 
so plainly as others. Lookers-on see most of tfaej^ame. 
You are one of the players, Caroline.'' 

Caroline looked down, and was silent for a moment. 
<*' I cannot contradict you, Mamma," said she at length, 
" but 1 hope it is not as you imagine." 

"That remark is quite according to rule, my l<jve," 
said Lady Jerrnyn, smiling, <* and would have been 
perfectly correct, if there had been any body 
by to hear you -, but as you are talking quite confiden- 
tially to your own mother, we will dispense with 
these 80ft of proper speeches, and talk explicitly about 

"Indeed — I was iii earnest," said CaroUne, some- 
what hurt at the imputation of prudish insincerity. 

" Well — well, my love, the charge was not a very 
heavy one. • But why are you in earnest? Why should 
you wish that bis attentions «were not directed partieu- 
larly to yourself? You must allow, my love, that he is 
a remarkably pleasing, amiable young man, and every 
thing that one could wibh, with respect to family and 
so forth ; and I think it would be fair to tell you, (foF 
I do love openness in all I do— and < plain deeding is a 
jewel,' as your father says)'! think it fair to tell you, 
that if a certain event should take place^mind — I don't 
say that it will; and I certainly shall not do any thing to 
promote it, for that yoii know would be indelicate'; but 
if, as I said, a certain event should take place — (I mean 
his proposing to you, Caroline,) and you should be dis- 
posed to accept him — we shall be sorry to part with 
you, my love — for you are a great treasure to your 
father and me, and we should miss you amazingly ; but 
still, in that case, we' should not feel ourselves justified 
in doing any thing to oppose it. I can answer for myself, 
and I am very sure your father would not 'set his face 
against the match." 

"Thank you. Mamma: you are very kind to say 
w)iat you do; but I think &^nd hope that Mr. Courtenay 
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baa no sacb intentions. If he should make a proposal" 
she added, with firmness, jifter a slight pause, *^I really 
could not accept him.'' 

" Na, my love ? jon what ii^rounds, pray ?" 

** Because, though I like him very well, and think 
him pleasant in society, I could not feel for him as I 
think I ought to feel, for the person I may choose as a 
partner for life." 

"Ah ! — well*— well my love," said Lady Jermyn, 
smiling, and nodding her head significantly — << you 
are young at present, and young people are naturally a 
little rolhantic in their notions. But take my word for 
it, when you are older, you will not think these violent 
attachments so absolutely necessary. Nay-^for my 
part, 1 question whether they are desirable. Yoii have 
often heard, without a doubt, that no good come» of 
runaway matches ; and what produces runaway matches 
but these violent attachments that we were speaking of? 
1 do not accuse you, my love, of any such disposition. 
What I say is only by way of illustration, to show the 
evil of violent attachments. Young people are apt to 
be irregular and high-flown in their ideas oujhese sub- 
jects. I donH say that you are so more than others.- 
But most are rather inclined to it. Now, there is an 
idea they entertain sometimes, about what they call a 
first love. They make a great point of remaining true 
to that, and refusing, perhaps, excellent offers in con- 
sequence; though probably, this fine first attachment, 
which they make so much fuss about, nev^ really ex- 
isted, except on the lady'ai&ide. IJay^Pffave even heard 
of cades where they thougBTproper to keep ,up the farce 
after being slighted by the gentleman, and used ex- 
tremely ill. This I call a great piece of absurdity. 
There is no danger of your doing so. You have too 
much good sense, and proper pride, I hope." 

Caroline durst not trust herself to make any answer, 
but went on very perseveringly with her bracelet. 
She felt the application of the last remark, as keenly as 
her mother could have wished. The latter saw that 
her observations were not thrown away ; and content- 
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ing herself with what she had said, she made, a few tri- 
vi^ conments on her daughter's work, and sooo after- 
wards left her. 

The preceding conversation bad in some respects 
Ae effect that was intended ; and Lady Jermyn had 
the satisfaction, that same day, of seeing Caroline 
twice blush when addressed by Courteuay, and wit- 
nessed, with eten more delight, the glow of ^plea8ure 
and admiration with whieh it was observed bylhe lat- 
ter; af admiration at the heightening charm which it 
gave to her countenance, and f4easure at its bappy pre- 
sage ; for Courtenay thought, with many others of his 
sex, t|)at a lady's heart might soon be secured^ when the 
<< eloquent blood" had been taught to fly from that . 
citadel to her cheeks^ 

Caroline's manner toward him quickly assumed a 
new character. Her former unrestrained, light-heart- 
ed frankness now gave place to a timid, conscious 
hesitating reserve, — whiefa^ as its very constraint was 
natural, and unmixed with prudery, was infinitely more 
fascinating than her former gayety. 

Courtenay imagined this to spring, not from her first 
perception of his own devotion to her— for that he 
doubted not she must long have perceived-**bttt from 
an awakening sense of something like a reciprocal feel- 
ing, which her shrinking delicacy prompted her to 
check, at least in appearance. There was something 
much more touching in these little timid efforts to avoid 
him, which now became observable to the quick eye 
of a lover; and in consequence, Courtenay's manner 
soon assumed a warmer shade of tender interest. 

In fact, that which ni^de these seeming indications 
of suppressed love in Caroline so peculiarly satisfacto- 
ry, and imparted to her air so attractive a colouring of 
delicate reserve, was a circumstance which of all others 
was most calculated to overthrow his hopes; it was 
the circumstance of Caroline's not possessing a heart 
utterly ttnsubdued, but ever, when he seemed to press 
his suit, turning her thoughts, with fond regret, upon 
another. The image of Henry Granby was not yet 
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effaced. It had suffered materially from the artful mis- 
representations of Tyrrel; and she had made to herself 
a vow to dismiss him utterly from her mind. But this 
vow she found it impossible to keep. She soon began , 
to view his offences with dimmished anger. ^ The ill- 
omened voice of Tyrrel died away upon her ear, like 
the sound of a passing storm ; and that of Granby, as 
she used to hear it before the periodof their separation, 
was heard again in fancy, almost as distinctly as if the 
reality were present. She felt, that however ill he 
might have returned her love, he had scarcely done 
any thing which should cost him her esteem. Why 
should she take upon herself to regulate his feeling by 
her own? No words had ever passed 4)etween them, 
to authorize such an assumption on her part; no pledge 
had been distinctly given. He was quite at liberty to 
attach himself to Miss Darrell, or any one else, with- 
out deserving her displeasure. "Nay," thought she, 
when she reflected on the cold behaviour which she 
had been forced to observe towards him, " may he not 
have been jrfstly offended, and* driven, by the supposi- 
tion of my unkindness, to take refuge in the smiles of 
those who were not compelled, like me, to assume a 
coldness which they did not feel? No — though I must 
now withhold ray love — for it were to him an useless 
gift— yet he musttjver possess my warm esteem.*' 

Thus, in the fervent simplicity of a young and inno- 
cent heart, did sbe persuade herself, that in changing 
the name of that sentiment, which still remained un- 
changed in nature, she had gained a signal mastery 
over her affections. But this esteem^ as she now called 
'.^ was every day receiving added warmth from the fre- 
quent earnest praises of Courtenay . 

This young man w'tsis not one of those ungenerous 
spirits, who feel uneasy under the load of an obligation 
which they may be without the means or the .opportu- 
nity of repaying. He did not shrink from the implied 
superiority of him who had been his protecting genius 
In the hour of danger; and thought it but a small re- 
payment of the debt he owed him, to sound his praises 
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every where. He could not advert to the specific in* 
stance of signal assistance which had been afforded him 
in the case of Tyrrel ; but he took many opportunities 
of speaking of his benefactor in strong terms of admi- 
ration and regard. 

These expressions from his lips excited feelings in 
Caroline's mind of a mingled and peculiar nature. She 
knew not whether she was grieved or glad. She re- 
joiced to hear that Qranby possessed, in the eyes of 
his friendy those virtues which she herself had seen in 
him; but she was pained to think that such excellence 
was lost to her. To hear his praise was always grate- 
ful, but it was cruel to hear it from the lips of one who 
was trying to supplant him ; and though she seemed to 
like Courtenay the better for this appreciation of Gran- 
by's merits, she lamented that one so amiable should be 
suffered to cherish a hopeless passion, and destroy his 
prospects of success even by Uie very means through 
which he chiefly won her favour. 

She began, however, to be sensible that these 
praises of Granby were too dangerous to be listend to 
with impunity, and that she was fast overleaping that 
Gold boundary of esteem which she imagined herself to 
have so strictly drawn. She was obliged to have re- 
course to the thought, that since his demonstrations of 
affection to her^ Henry Granby had loved, had offered 
himself to another ; and thus, by this dedication of his 
heart to one whom she felt that she did not in the least 
resemble, had effectually precluded it from ever return- 
iBg to her. This was a bitter, but a salutary thought. 
Yet even this was doomed to be disturbed, by a conver- 
sation which took place on the following morning. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Taut in&e Tainoiir dure il subsiste de soi^meme, et mielquefois par le choses 
qui sembieot le devoir eteindre ; par les caprices, par lesrigaeura par Teloig- 
nement, par la jalousie. ^ 

La Brutere. 

Af the time referred to in our last chapter, the partj 
were all assembled in the library. Sir Thomas Jermyn 
was writing at a table apart from the rest of the com* 
pany, charmingly overwhelmed with a flood of corres- 
pondence,' and much too busy, as he said, to speak a 
word to any body.— Lady Jermyn was searching in a 
well-filled but disorderly scrap-book, for some "Lines 
on Twihght,^' by an uncle of her's, that she wished to 
show to Lady Harriet. — Caroline was- arranging mate- 
rials for drawing. — Courtenay, with p book in his hand,' 
which he had begun to read because she recommended 
it, was hovering near her. — Mr. Duncan was in an arm 
chair, reading a newspaper; and Lady Harriet, with 
her reticule on her lap, was languidly reposing in ano- 
ther opposite, perusing a letter she had received that 
morning. 

" So Louisa Darrell is going to be married," ex- 
claimed she — ^first breaking the short silence that had 
taken place, and folding up her letter as she spoke. 

Exclamations were heard at once from several quar- 
ters^. 

^ And what is the name of the happy man ?'' said 
JUt. Duncaa, laying down bis paper. 

'^ You may see the letter,^' said bis lady, holding it 
out to him to take. 

« I had rather be told." 

" Well, then, Sir Basil Herbert," said Lady Harriets 

" Oh, poor Basil !^ exclaimed Duncan, *^ i thought 
he was a lost man when we met him at Brighton. He 
was hard to please, when you praised the lady < — the 
the moat inialUble sijgn of any. I remember one day 
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talking of Miss Darrell. I said I thought her fascinating. 
Of course I concluded that this would do. — Not a bit of 
it. ^ Fascinating I'Sir Basil said, and he looked at me 
as if I had called her disagreeble — ^ Fascinating ! she is 
perfect."' 

" Perfect in some respects, no doubt," said Lady 
Jermyn with a ctvil sneer. ** Practice makes /perfect, 
as we all know. She is a very showy young woman — 
quite one of your dashers." 

. " 1 should thiijk," said Caroline," she must be clever^ 
she has such an expressive countenance." 

'' She has a great play of feature," said Courtenay, 
" and a good deal of expression ; but I doubt whether 
it arises so much from talent, as from livel)^ spirits. 
There is something striking about her certainly. A 
friend of mine was, I think, a little smitten at one time^ 
or I should rather ?ay, not a'little." 

Caroline durst not ask the name. In an instant, bow- 
ever,- he had told her. > 

" It was Henry Granby,**' continued he. " I taxed 
him once with serious intentions ; but be seemed rathe/ 
sore upon that subject." 

Caroline gained from this remark a little accession of 
comfort; and she would have given worlds to have 
heard him talk longer upon such a topic : but he drop- 
ped it, and Lady Harriet, who had not heard a syllable 
he said, proceeded to unfold her sentiments ufpon the 
character Of Louisa DarreJI. 

" Yes," said she, with a thoughtful air, " Louisa has 
many shining, qualities, and she is a very dear friend of 
mine ; but i am not blind to her defects. - She wants 
repose. There are many picturesque points in her 
character, viewing her as one would a picture ; great 
freedom of outline — strong light and shadow; — ^and 

brilliant relief, but no neutral tint — 'tis there shie fails 

one feels the want of intermediate tiixt." 

" I wonder she did not marry sooner," said Lady 
Jermyn, in hope of hearing her opinion questioned. 

Mr. Duncan bad the prompt civility to. contradict 
her. " Lady Jermyn," §aid he, " I beg leave to diffec 



m opmfon with you — m^ woDder is that she is married 
80 soon." 

'< Nay, Mr. Dancan,'^ tfaid her Ladyship, made 'quite 
happy by this remark, "sorely — she was generally 
considered a very ^^ng sort of person, and one whom 
gentlemen admired* To be sure,, she is rather what one 
calls a flirt; and I know some gentlemen who think 
thai rather alarming. I suppose that this was your r.ea« 
son for saying she was not likely to marry.'' 

'^ Not entirely,^' said Duncan, " though it has a good 
deal to do with it. My chief reason was, that I think 
her too much a woman of display — one to look at---<ind 
prattle to — rather than to live with. She seems to be 
much admired ; and so she is, in a certain way^ But 
you are not to judge of the real feelings of young men 
in general, by the temporary admiration and attention 
which they bestow in a ball room. They generally 
select a partner for life, upon very different principles- 
from those upon which they single out their partner for 
the next quadrille. Nay, they will even, sometimes, 
display the most outward gallantry to those whom in 
their hearts they esteem the least. Indeed, I will evei» 
go so far as to say, that were a man at^the same time in 
company with the woman whore he means to marry, and 
one comparatively indifferent to him, he might possibly ,^ 
nay, he in all probability would talk most to the latter*'' 

" That is going a great way," said Courtenay* '* Do> 
you think," he added, lowering his voice, and address* 
ing Caroline, *' that such conduct may be natural ?" 

Caroline secretly hoped it was, and timidly answer- 
ed, " I am rather inclined to agree with Mr. Uuncan." 

" There !" said Mr. Duncan, who overheard her, " a< 
young lady does me the honour to think with me. 
Thank you, Miss Jermyn, foryour welcome support.^ I 
flatter myself, that the fact is very nearly as I stated. 
Whatever may be generally thought, depend upon it,^ 
people very much in love do not chatter nonsense to* 
one another." 

" Nay, my dear Frederic,'^ interrupted Lady I&rriet,^ 
"do not say so, for you used to talk a great deal o^' 
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charming nonsense when you were in love witfit m<v 
And now you are grown so dreadfully sensible, I would 
^ve the world every now and then to hear you say a 
silly thing— it would put nieia mind of dear old times.'' 

" I hope those happy days of nonsense are not past 
beyond recall," said Courtenay. *, 

" Yes-^yes," cried Lady Harriet, " I am afraid they 
are — ^we all grow wiser and worse — oh! you cannot 
think what agreeable things Duncan used to say to me." 

^^ I could say them still, with agreat deal of pleasure," 
said he, '' but I am afraid you would think that they had 
lost their point by repetition." 

*' Truth never tires," said Courtenay. 

"Thank you for the compliment, though I question 
the position," said Lady Harriet. " Frederic,'^ (ad- 
dressing her husband,) '' part of that belongs to you. 
Cannot you, in return, say something civil, that shall in- 
clude both Mr. Courtenay and myself? Pm sure it 
would be a much better employment than attacking 
poor Miss Darrell." 

" Nay, my love, since she will soon cease to be Miss 
Darrell, let us attack her while we can. J do believe 
that it is by reason of this pressing urgency of time, that 
brides elect usually become the subjects of such an in- 
creased portion of good natured criticism, when it h 
known that they are about to change their name. As 
for Miss Darrell, I am willing to allow that she has 
many attractive qualities ; but, nevertheless, I much, 
doubt whether she would make an agreeable wife. As 

my \ittle lady said,^ she wants repose of character ^she 

is always too much on the ' qui vive.^ She is a lively, 
sparkling, brilliant creature — but nobody wants eternal 
glitter in a tete-d'-tete — she has more shining than ster- 
ling qualities — she is not a comfortable sort of person 

she-fa one who would always enliven one's neighbour's 
party much more than one's own home— in. one word 
shiB is not domestic*" 

'^Oh that horrid word!" exclaimed Lady Harriet,. 
« I hate* to hear of domestic people — I always associate 
the term, with, a vulgar, house^wilely, bustling body, that 
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goes rammagitig about tlie house with a jingliDg bunc 
of keys id her pocket, and a ball of worsted in her hand, 
and thinks it the fint best duty of a wife to make good 
tea, and hem cravats, and carve a turkey for sixteen 
people, and know at first sight, when she sits down to 
table, if the fiish is done a bubble too little." 

'' My dear Harriet, spare your philippie,'' said Mr; 
Duncan; ^^ I cannot allow you to satirize yourself at 
this rate. You are yourself an excellent tea maker,. 
and I have no doubt have a genius equal either to hem- 
ming a. cravat, or darving a turkey ; and as for a subtle 
judgment in fish, you know that you ordered out the 
underboiled salmon yourself, the day we stopped to 
dine at Northamptou." 

" You only say that to provoke me," said Lady Har- 
riet ; " but it does not provoke me, or convince me 
either- No— -I still hate domestic peopje. If I were 
a man, the woman whom I should admire and choose,, 
should be one of a high, commanding intellect— ^another 
Corinne, if that were possible. She should have a 
great deal of imagination — bright, warm, glowing ima< 
gination — full of spirit, and taste, and feeling — trem- 
bJingly alive to every little shade of sentitnent — ^yet firm 
and powerfully minded. Beauty I would not quite dis- 
pense with — but it would not be uppermost in my 
thoughts. The mind— the mind — that is the first grand 
point with me — she must have a mind — if she had not a. 
mind, I would not marry even an angel.'^ 

" Oh, certainly," said Lady Jermyn, who^ad not ex*- 
actlj heard what preceded this last expression of Lady 
Harriet, " I quite agree with you in that. I myself, if 
I were a gentleman, would never propose to any woman 
if I thought she had not a mind to have me." 

''I was not speaking of inclination*" said Lady Har** 
riet, "I meant capacity, spirit, feeling — in short — a 
soul— /Aa^ was my indispensable requisite." 

"Yes — ^yes — of course," ifeaid Lady Jermyn, who had* 
begun to catch a glimpse of her mistake, and was anx- 
ious to make amends by prompt acquiescence r " I be- 
lieve we think very much alike upon this subject. I 
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an not for hairiiig the lady of a bouse too nmeb of a 
house keeper, or too much' of a nurae, or too much of 
any tbfiig-^teo> much of any one thing is always bad-^ 
don't you think so^ Mr. Duncan ?^^ directing her conrer* 
sation to that gentleman — for Lady Harriet, who had no 
idea of attending to any body a moment longer than she 
liked, had began to look another way. 

<< Lady Jermyn/' said Mr. Duncan, *< I bow to your 
opinion. Nothing can be more unquestionable. But 
.what is * too much ?' There remsdns the only doubt. I, 
for my part, cannot help thinking, that as you ladies do> 
ten thousand things so much better than we men, the 
sphere of a wife's duties should be considerably en- 
larged. She should conduct all the ^internal ma- 
nagement, and as much of the external as the gen- 
tleman is wise enough to surrender. All the minor 
offices of social life are so gracefully rendered by a fe- 
male hand, that it were a pity they shoUld ever be 
touched by any other. A wife's highest praise is to save 
her husband all possible 'trouble. She should suffer him 
to abstract himself from all such petty cares as the turn- 
mg away of servants, the ordering of fresh furniture, 
and so forth. He should be left at leisure to think all 
day of the Sinking Fund, the Catholic Question, and the 
Corn Laws. Nay, I do not know, if he were in Par- 
liament, whether she should not even» frank his letters. 
'What says Sir Thomas Jermyn ?" 

^< A frank?" said the baronet, whose parliamentary 
«ars caught quickly at the fliattering sound ;-i-" Oh cer- 
tainly. Who is it for I I have just one to spare. 1 
have directed my ninth this very moment." 

" Thank you," said Mr. Duncan ; " but nobody 
wants a frank at present. We were only proposing, 
that in the consideration of the many other things you 
have to do. Lady Jermyn should henceforth be requested 
to perform the office of writing your franks for you." 

Sir Thomas looked extremely shocked. ••^Are you; 
aware," said he, << fliat such an act would be felony i- 
Felony by two acts of the last reign, and punishable by 
transportation for seven years ?" 
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Mr. Duncan only laughed, in which Lady Jermyn and 
Courtentfy joined. Lady Harriet was all this while in a 
reverie. She had not heard a word that had heeu ut- 
tered since Lady Jermyn spoke last, but had been sum- 
ming up all that had been said by herself and others 
upon the subject of Miss Darrell. 

^< Really," said she, speaking as if she thought aloud, 
<< I scarcely know whether Louisa was or was not the 
sort of girl that was likely to marry early. But," added 
she, turning to the company, ^< I can tell you a fact 
which inclines me to think that she was not. Not long 
ago — it was in July — tbe'day before we left town — in 
the course of conversation I asked her how many pro- 
posals she had ever had." 

" Nay, nay, Harriet, not in direct terms ?" said 
Dancan. 

" Ob, but I did. Why not I ? I asked her expressly 
the question I tell you ; and she assured me that she 
never had one." 

'* Indeed !" exclaimed several voices at once, and 
Caroline's among the rest, — ^whohad more powerful 
motives for surprise than any of the company ; for she 
remembered Tyrrel's intimation that Granby had made 
Miss Darrell an offer of his hand ; a piece of informa- 
tion which ever since had deeply preyed upon her 
mind. 

'^ Yes, indeed," said Lady Harriet ; <* are not you 
surprised ? Who would have thought it ! So charming 
as she was ! It argues a shocking want of taste in the 
men. Poor dear gurl ! I have got her picture some* 
where here. TU show it to you." And going to the 
table, she took out of her tortoise-shell work-box the 
identical miniature which Henry Granby h&d carried to 
Gray's. <* It is very like her — is not it ?" said she, 
showing it to Caroline. " Did yotiever see it before ?" 

« Nat this," said Carolme, " but one very like it — a 
copy, I suppose." 

'^ No, thia never was copied. But whose was it that 
you saw ?" 

" I saw it at Gray's," daid she, with a slight blush of 



ISO 6RANBY. 

confusion, which she endeavoured to conceal by "bend- 
ing down her fpce to examine the miniature. 

« At Gray's ? Ah— then I dfflre say it was this. The 
setting was different when ydn saw it. I sent it there 
to be re set I made young Oranby take it for me. It 
was a very good commission for him. I treat young 
men as I should a poodle — I always teach them to fetch 
and carry. It is the only thing you are good for," said 
she, in a laughing tone to Courtenay. 

With what pleasure did Caroline now gaze upon the 
miniature which had once caused her so severe a pang[t 
What an agitating, yet delightful revolution had been 
effected in her thoughts and feelings almost within the 
space of a single minute ! Fearing lest her emotion 
might be visible, and wishing to enjoy alone the undis- 
turbed contemplation of this brightened view, she 
hastily replaced her drawings, and retired from the 
party, to indulge in blissfu! meditafions in the\solitnde of 
her own apartment. 

There, on reviewing the past, and considermg the 
effect of this disclosttre on her mind, she soon became 
sensible that she bad imposed (m herself a false persua- 
sion, in endeavouring .to think that henceforth she could 
regurd Granby wiith the indifferent sentiments of cold 
esteem. That delusion was now fast melting away. 
The impression which afflicted her most deeply, namely, 
that iof his devotion to Miss Darrell, had now been dis- 
rated in an instant ; and though much still remained to 
prevent thck union, it seemed to her ardent mind, at 
that happy mbment, as though all had been removed ; 
and she dared once more to whisper to herself that she 
loved. 

Connected with this subject there arose another of 
serious consideration: the lAcreasiBg attachment of 
Courtenay ; of which, though littte had been exfAckly 
declaoredy she now fek not the smallest doubt. How far 
would sl^ be justified — feelmg as she then did, that her 
heart was not her own to give, and that she never could 
return his love-^in encouraging this hopeless pa^Mmt 
And encourage it she aeeessarily must, unless ahe did 
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something effeetuid to thwart it ? What that should be 
remained a question. She could not behave to him with 
radeness ; nor did she wish, from her great respect for 
his many estimable qualities, to give him an unkind cUs- 
missaly or entirely Assemble the degree of esteem in 
which she held him. She had no mean coquettish 
feelings, and abhorred the treachery which woi^d lure 
another onward by false hopes, and feed a heartless 
vanity with the homage of one whom she couldnerer 
reward. ' She did not prize hersell* so highly as to sup- 
pose that the loss of her would blast for ever the happi- 
ness of Gourtenay. But she was not quite inexpe- 
rienced in t)ie puns of an unfortunate attachment ; and 
she did the other sex the justice to believe that they 
might also possess feelings scarcely less susceptible than 
her own : and on this account die wa§i amiably desirous 
to do no unnecessary violence to those of Gourtenay. 

Something, however, must be done ; and on the na- 
ture of that << something" she seriously and matiurely 
pondered. At length, after many a struggle with hersdf, 
and frequent balancing of contrary opinions, she re- 
solved candidly to tell him that her affections were pre- 
engaged ; and least he should endeavour to-resist the 
previous clsdms of his rival, she would also inform him 
that that rival was no other than his friend Granby. 

This was a bold and appalling measure, for a young 
woman of great natural timidity, and the most sensitive 
delicacy of feeling. But agitating as the confession must 
necessarily be, she did not allow her purpose to cool 
upon subsequent reflection. It was a plan, not hastily 
devised, but one which she approached with fear and re- 
pugnance. The more she turned it in her mind, the 
more adviseable did it seem; and the increased demon- 
strations of attention which betrayed themselves in 
Courtenay's manner that same evening, added fresh ar- 
guments to her former^stock. Still she was sensible, 
that since she could not assume, from his manner alone, 
however unequivocal, the fact of his attachment, her 
communication must necessarily be preceded by some 
declaration on his part to that effect. This, however. 
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she doubted not that the following day would afford ; 
and after macb consideration, she d^ided that in such a 
case it would be no violation of female propriety to 
throw opportunities in his way, and induce him to be- 
come explicit. With these intcOitions she retired to 
rest. . - 



CHAPTER XVI 

Les clioses les pins soubait^es n'arrUeikt point ; oa si eUeaarrirent ce nVst 
tti dans le temi^, ni dans les circomstances on elles auroient fait on extreme 
plaisir.-^LA Brutere. 

WiivH an unaltered resolution did Caroline meet the 
party assembled at the breakfastftable on the following 
morning ; and she did not feel her courage droop even 
on again encountering the admiring gaze of Cburtenay. 

Much conversation took {dace ; but it was at length 
broken by the arrival of the post, which produced, as 
usual, numerous letters and papers. This interesting 
Interruption so6n occupied the attention of all the party. 
There was a letter a-piece for Mr. Duncan, Lady Har- 
riet, and Courtenay, and a considerable number directed 
to Sir-Thomas Jermyn. 

Sundry noddings, and " will you excuse me's," passed 
round the table, and Courtenay and the Duncans were 
soon deeply engaged with their respective letters. Sir 
Thomas was deliberately breaking seal after seal of his 
numerous envelopes ; Caroline was watching him ; and 
Lady Jermyn, by wi^y of a resource, had taken up the 
newspaper. 

Not a word was spoken for several minutes ; and 
nothing was heard but the crackling of paper. Lady 
Jermyn was the first to break the silence. - . 

<* Pray, Mr. Duncan," said she, raising her eyes from 
the newspaper^ and seeing that he had finished his let- 
ter, *^ can you assist me in this ? Here is a most mrs- 
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lerious paragraph. Perbaps you know the parties it 
alkdes to. I will read it to yon. * It is confidently 
reported that a singular discovery has taken place, 
affecting the legitimacy of the only son to a late noble 
Lord. The succession of the title and estates thereby 
devolves mpon a cousin of the deceased. The inves- 
tigation of this singular affair will- probably ere long 
furnish matter of employment to the gentlemen of the 
long robe; The reputed heir is said to have abscunded, 
leaving unpaid -play debts, and divers bonds against 
him, to a considerable amount. This event has caused 
great consternation in certain attic circles in the neigh- 
boai4)ood of Pall Mali, and to some respectable money 
lenders of the fraternity of Duke's place. We trust 
in the course of a few days to be able to furnish our 
readers with fuller particulars.^ Well, now, who are 
these people ? Who is the Lord that is dead ? and who 
is his cousin? and who is the reputed heir that has run 
away ? I dare say you can tell us all about it ?" 

"No, really, I fear not," said Mr. Duncan. ** I 
can help you to guess, and that is all. There is not 
sufficient clue to admit of more. We had better con- 
sider firsts what Peers have died lately. There was 
Lord Stratford, about a fortnight ago. He has left 
only one son — ^a wild youth too, and fond of play. 
The latter part of the paragraph made me think of him 
directly. But then Lord Stratford has two brothers, 
and the title wonild go to the eldest of these, and not to 
a cousin." 

" But, Mr. Duncan," said Lady Jermyn, " newspa- 
pers do make such mistakes. It may be Lord Strat- 
fordy after all. There is no such thing a& accuracy in 
a newf>paper. Why, now, only two months ago, when 
we met you at Brighton, in the ^Fashionable Changes,' 
they chose to send us all to Worthing, and they spelt 
Jermyn with an * a.^ It is the second time they have 
done so. I never believe a newspaper." 

*' But in this instance," said Duncan, " unless we 
make up our minds to believe all the tattle they choose 
to tell usi it will be vaui to attempt to guess their 
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meaning. Let one see — Lord Malton died not long 
ago— I cannot belp thinking it may meai^him. Tyrre), 
too, was said to ganible, and is not a very Unlikely 
man to get into the sort of scrape this paragraph al- 
ludes to." 

** What I abscond and because of his play debts ! Oh, 
Mr. Duncan I I assiire you we know him intimately, 
apd tiever suspected any thing of the kind. He used 
tp be a great deal with us in town this summer. A most 
agreeable person \ndeed. We have not seen him since 
he became Lord IMaiton.— Indeed, you know — it is so 
recent^-we were not likely — though we are related. 
Poor old Lord Malton ! he was an excellent man, I be- 
lieve. He went off very suddenly — we are only just 
out of mourning for him." 

«* Ay — poor Malton !" said Sir Thomas, who caught 
the name without having heard the paragraph, or being 
conscious of what had passed—^* Poor Malton ! I 
wonder bow he has left his affairs." 

*^ There is the doubt," said * Mr. Duncan ; << Lady 
Jermyn has found a paragraph in that paper about ^a 
late noble Lord/ and we were questioning whether it 
might not possibly refer to Lord Malton." 

Lady Jermyn held out the paper to Sir Thomas, 
pointing to the passage in cjuestion, and received in 
exchange a letter, which be had just taken from an 
envelope. '* I doubt it," said the Baronet, after having 
read the paragraph. ^* If this had been Lord Malton, 
from our connexion with the family we should cer- 
tainly have heard something about the business before 
it appeared in a public paper." 

*' Stay*— stay," said Lady Jermyn, looking up from 
her letter with a'very significant smile ; '<! think, ladies 
and gentlemen, I can throw a little light upon it. Here 
is a letter from my old friend Mrs. Doroier. You shall 
hear what she says. 'My dear Lady Jermyn*-^' but I 
need not read you all the letter-^ I will pass on to the 
important part. *Tou will be surprised to hear of the 
extraordinary event that has taken place in the family 
of our relation, Lord Malton. It is discovered that 
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Mr. Tyrrel was not the son of the late Lady Malton, 
bat was sabstkuted when an infant for the real heir, 
who tKed irery young. This oircamstance was known 
only to our good friend the General, who was bound 
to keep it secret until the death of the late Lord. My 
nephew, Henry Granby, (I suppose I must now. call 
him Lord Malton,) found an accoifht of the whol^ 
transaction ampng his uncle's papers ; and this has 
been proved by the testimony of some of the parties 
concerned, who are still alive. I would give you fuller 

{larticulars, but that I hardly know them yet myself, 
t is a strani^e business ; and has surprised and shocked 
me very much : though I cannot help rejoicing at my 
nephew's good fortune. He wrote to me a few days 
ago, and told me that I might now inform my friends 
of the event I have knqwn it some time, but was not 
allowed to mention it sooner : for ray nephew, from 
motives of delicacy, not wishing it should become a 
subject of discussion and misrepresentation in the news- 
papers, determined to keep it a profound secret, except 
among his immediate relatives^ until the business was 
brought mor^ pearly to an issue. He, however, found 
out lately, that owing to the imprudence of some of the 
late Lord's household, the circumstance began to be 
known ; and he therefore thought it adviseable to com* 
municate the real fact.' 

• " That is all," said Lady Jermyn, folding up her 
letter, and highly pleased at having been the channel 
of such a communication. ^^ I must write directly to 
Lady Daventry, and tell her all about it." She then 
handed the letter to Sir Thomas, and looked round 
triumphantly at the faces of the company, who were 
all too much surprised to utter more than exclamations* 
<* Well," said Mr. Duncan, first breaking silence, *<a 
part of this intelligence gives me great pleasure. ( 
am glad to hear that the title goes to young Granby. 
He is a great favourite of mine. I think he wiU do 
credit to his new honours." 

*^ I{e will, indeed," said Courtenay, in a tone of un-* 
nffe^ted earnestnesi^. " I know no person vfhq \^ f^gr^ 
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deserving of every advantage that the world can be- 
stow, or is less likely to misuse them." 

Caroline looked up uneonsciously at his animated 
countenance, as he uttered these words, and was 
rivetted by the enthusiastic beauty of it's expression. 
In her eyes that countenance had never before ap* 
peared so pleasing. An instant recalled to her mind 
the too earnest steadfastness of her gaze ; and she cast 
down her eyes, and blushed at the seeming impropriety 
of her momentary forgetfulness. 

Courtenay's attention was instantly directed from 
Oranby to her, and forgetting every thing else, he was 
looking at her averted face, and indulging himself with 
a flattering interpretation of that beautiful blush« 

«*Very clear and satisfactory," said Sir Thomas 
Jermyn, returning the letter to his Lady. <^ I knew 
that I should be . informed, if any thing really material 
occurred. And you see, so it has turned out ; and 
as for that puzzling stuff in the paper, it did not ar* 
rive a bit earlier than the letter ; 'nay, in point of fact, 
this letter was written — jf you look at the date — ^this 
letter was written before that paragraph was printed — 
so that I may fairly say, I received the first intelligence 
from a private quarter. 1 am rerj giftd,* pursued the 
Baronet, with a ludicrous effort to appear well pleased 
— ** I am very glad Lord Malton did not make nie his 
executor. Good gvacious ! only conceive ! With 
all these things coming to light — what a chaos of bu- 
siness I should have found myself involved in ! and 
very awkward business too, let me tell you. Heaven 
knows how I should have got through it all. I have 
my hands so full already, that I hardly know how to 
torn myself.*' 

" Dear !** said Lady Harriet, " what can you have 
to dor 

<< Ah ! Lady Harriety^'said the Baronet, with a smile 
of exquisite importance, *<you ladies can have no* con- 
ception of the weight or business which we are 
obliged to undergo. Why, now, to give some idea of 
ita you ^hall have last week as a specimen : on Monday 
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I had to take the chair at a tampike meeting ; on 
Tueadaj, I went to throw out the encroachments on 
Prescot Heath ; oi| Wednesday, I held my petty ses- 
sions with Dealtry ; on Thursday — what didt I on 
Thursday ? Oh ! on Tbasday we held our adjourned 
Vestry; on Friday, I rpde with another magistrate 
along the old road to Westborough, that Lord Dorring- 
ton wants to stop — clearly a nuisance — to him at least, 
though some of tbe^ farmers seemed to think they 
should miss it— but tho^e people never know what they 
want; — this was on Friday; and then on Saturday 

" Ah ! true,** interposed Lady Harriet, " I see that 
your time is fully occupied. You certainly have no 
leisure to act, even as an executor." 

** Even as an executor I Do you knotv,'' said the 
Baronet, ^^ what an executor has to do ? No ? Then 
ril tell you. In the first place—" 

'fOh, no, no, no," exclaimed Lady Harriet, "you 
shall not tell me. Now pray don't. I want to try to 
find it all out; that is so much more interesting. I 
shall poke out some old book that treats about it. 
There is that book t^e lawyers read. What js it ? 
Coke upon Littleton ; ay, that is tbe name. I shall 

get that, and study it. Well, but really," she added, 

after a moment's pause, " 1 am quite delighted to hear 
that Henry Granby is to have a title and a fine estate. 
Now he wants nothing but a wife. I think I roust 
write to congratulate him, and tell him to look out for 
some lady directly. All rich young men should 
marry early. DonH you think so, Sir Thomas Jermyn. 
Don't you think he ought to marry immediately ?" 

Lady Jermyn heard the question, and sat in brea:th- 
less apprehension, lest her lord and master should com- 
mit himself upon a ceriain subject, Caroline also felt 
uneasy, though from thoughts of a diflferent kind. 
Neither of them had cause to fear; the Baronet's 
reply was perfectly safe. 

" Why, as to his piarrying immediately," said he, "I 
cannot honestly say that I should advise that. A man 

12 f 
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' who comes into a new estate^ has too mttch to do to 
think of mairying. He has his hands pretty full— -I 
promise you-^^s full — ha ! ha !" (with a chncUe that 
augured an approaching joke) ** as full*-4iy, and Itdler 
too in some cases, by a pretty deal, than his pockets.'' 
Here he gave vent to a hearty laugh'; then quickly le* 
gaining^ his composure, he proceeded to enumerate the 
duties to which he had alluded. *< He has to look 
o?er the steward's accounts. He hasto ride over the 
estate. He has to look at the buildings on it. He has 
to inquire into the state of the leases, and see when 
they drop, and when they want renewing, and whether 
tkey ought to be raised or not And then," added- he, 
with a little dry laugh, and a twinkle of the eye, <* there 
are such things as mortgages now and then upon es« 
tates; and, perhaps, by way of a pleasant thing, he may 
have to inquire into some of these, and find out how 
much they leave him really worth." 

** Ah— yes— yes," said Lady Harriet, to whom all 
fills bad been worse than Hebrew-—'* 1 think I * under- 
stand what you mean : — a man who has all this to do, 
cannot give up the time, and pay the attention to his 
lady, that all ladies naturally expect. If he has all this 
employment at home, he cannot be travelling about as 
new married people always do. By the bye, to my mind, 
that is an odious wa^ of spending the honey-moon. I 
cannot think," (turnmg to her husband) '^ how we came 
to fall into it. If 1 were to mary you over again, I would 
not do so, certainly. It is the finest plan in the world 
to make people tired of each other*^' 

" Do you mean, Harriet," said Mr. Duncan, <^ to cite 
ourselves as iostances of its bad effects?" 

'^ No— -no-*" said she laughing, ^' but it really is a 
bad plaD. People travel over each others minds, as 
rapidly as they do over the country, and 1 fear, very few 
are the instances in which they do not soon arrive at 
the barren tracts!" 

^' Lady Harriet," resumed the Baronet, *' I perfectly 
agree with you upon the subject of travelling. That 
was not, I conceive, the way in which .the time* and at- 
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tention of a newly married man oaght to be taken up. 
No — at that peru>d .be bas man; important things to 
think of<-«man7 hnportant things to inqnire into him- 
self; — anless.he trusts inlplicitly to his lawyer; and I 
hold it a bad system to trust implicitly to any body. 
There are the settlements — '^ 

<' Settlements !'' exclaimed Lady Harriet,—" Oh ! 
don't mention them. I am as great an enemy to the 
contamination of love with law, as any Lydia Languish 
that ever was imagined." 

The Baronet looked blank and disappointed,, at not 
beii^ allowed to talk of settlements ; for he had much 
to say upon that subject, and > hoped thereby to have 
brought in a story which he had often told, and which 
he^ll believed to be a good one. But he could not 
proceed in defiance of Lady Harriet's prohibition, and 
heconsoled himself with prosing a little about the Teds^ 
worth estate, and Henry Granby, and slid in a few com- 
mendations, in which (in consideration of his altered 
circumstances) Lady Jermyn heartily concurred — and 
80 ended breakfast. 

And what had Caroline said all this while, on the sulr« 
ject of Granby's sudden elevation? Not one word* 
Though sensible that she might freely have given vent 
to expressions of glaldness, without having her words 
weighed and noted by any but her parents, jet there 
was a deep consciousness that restraiJied their utterance, 
and not even a murmur or gesture of surprise was suf- 
fered to escape. 

But her feelings who shall describe ? Her own tongue 
refused to become th^ir herald, and vain would it be for 
the pen of another to attempt clothing them in befitting 
terms. All was joy — deep, overpowering, rapturous 
joy — mixed with surprise, and gratitude, and thickly 
chequered with bright prospective visions, which daneed 
awhile before her eyes, then faded into doubtful gloom, 
and were anon replaced by new. 

And then arose a thought of serious moment and 
bringing with it new disappointment ; — that thought wai 
of Courtenay. The plan which she had formed of com- 



140 GRAKBT. 

municating to him the engaged state of her ojBfeciiofU, 
mast now be entirelj abaadooed. It could never be 
borne, that an exptanation which ought to carry with it 
the undoubted impress of having sprung from none but 
feelings of the purest candour, should appear to be auU 
lied at its source, bj the suggestions of sordid interest — 
that a step, which even, under the most propttious^ir* 
cumstances, prudery might plausibly term indelicate, 
should now bear the additional imputation of heartless 
ambition. On the very eve of hjs rising greatness to 
avow an afiection, which in his poverty she had struggled 
to conceal ! It was impossible. How could stie reply 
with dignity and firmness, , to the well merited taunts 
which such a conduct would call forth in Courtenay 1 
How would he turn with disdain from one who never 
seemed to have rejected his aflection, till a richer prize 
appeared in view ! Should she tell him that her aifec* 
tions were engaged, without informing him of their ob- 
ject ? By so doing, she would fail in the openness which 
ought to charactt:rize such a measure. Besides, should 
fortune, hereafter, unite her fate withGranby's, that ob- 
ject would be effectually discovered ; and then, how 
deep and just would be the contempt with which her 
name must be pronounced by her husband^s warm and 
early friend. Nb — the plan she had formed must be 
abandoned. 

How, then, was she" to escape from the addresses of 
Courtenay ? for this she must do at all events. Fortu- 
nately be was going early oii the morrow. But might 
he not, before his departure, make the dreaded offer of 
his hand? Or if he did not, was it right, by the friend- 
ship which she exhibited, to add fresh fuel to bis hopes? 
Was it not better altogether to avoid him ? She longed 
for some excuse — some illness, even*'— that might confine 
her to her room. 

This wish was soon realized, in the shape of a head- 
ach, caused probably by the agitation of her spirits. 
It soon became sufficiently severe to justify an entreaty 
to her mother to be allowed to absent herself from the 
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dinner table, and to dispense with her reappearance at 
least antil the following morning. 

The entreaty was granted. Caroline saw no more of 
Courteoay that day; and on the following morning, with 
a joyfat lieart, did she from her window witness his de- 
parture. 

^^He is gone,'^ said she, ^^ for months at least — ^per- 
haps for years. He will soon cease to think of me. He 
will see others who can retam his afiection ; and I trast, 
when at some distant period we meet again, he may be 
happily united to some one worthy of his choice; or if 
not he will have learned to look on me with mere regardi'^ 

While she was thus communmg with herreif. Lady 
Jermyn entered the room, and after inquiries about her 
health, and comments on her looks, proceeded to speak 
of Courtenay's departure. *^ I think, Caroline, he was 
Yery sorry to go away without seeing you. He made 
many earnest inquiries. I suppose you know he is 
coming to us again in November ?^' 

Caroline was no less surprised than sorry.— -^^ No, 
mamma,'' said she, ^ I never heard of it." 

'* Ob ! I thought 1 had told you. We asked him two 
or three days ago. We found that he wou4d be return- 
ing this way from .Scotlan<i^ about the beginning of No- 
vember — exactly the time that the Daventrys have pro- 
mised to come to us. There could not be a nicer op^ 
portunity. I asked him to meet themw It was ati ex- 
cellent reason to give. It is a difficult thing, in our sit- 
uation, to invite young single men to come and stay with 
us. It would be very imprudent, not to say indelicate, 
to appear to do it on your account. One cannot be too 
nice and guarded upon these points." 

Poor Caroline ! her fancied viston of security was dis- 
sipated in an instant. *^ Well," thought she. ^* two months 
may work a change;" and sighing^. she withdrew to 
muse upon the scanty consolation which this thought 
conveyed* 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Waken, Lords and Ladies gay, 
/ Ob the mountain dawns the day ; 

All the jolly ehase is here, 
With hawk, and horse, and huutii^ apcar ^ ' 
Hoi&ids are in their couples yeDipg, 
Hawks are whistling, homs are knelling ; 
Merrily, merrily mu^le they ; 
Waken, Lords and Ladies gay. 

\ W. Scott. 

November came^ and with it came Lord and Lady 

\ Daventrj^, their son, and two eidesi daaghters ; with it 

came also Courtenay. The Duncans, who had been 

Sressed to repeat their vi^it at thin period, also came. 
. farther addition to the Brackingsley party appeared in 
the person of Mr* Williafki Charlecote, who was invited 
as being the friend of Mr. Clifton, and tolerably well 
known to Courtenay ; and who, as 'he wa^ a young roan 
4>f small expectations, was considered a verj proper per- 
son to give a disinterested colour to the whole arrange- 
ment, and throw a little iarther abai:tirity over the real 
object of Courtenay's visit. 

Caroline soon found, to her sorrow, that two months 
bad «et wrought the change which she anticipated ; and 
that Courtenay, on his second visit,came prepared to ad- 
mire her as much as before, and to testify that admiration 
no less plainly. This now became more unpleasant, on 
account of the extended party before vfhom it would be 
so openly exhibited ; for she doubti^d not that it would 
excite the quick observation of her cou.sins, the Miss Clif- 
tons; and she reganled as a serious punishment the play* 
ful remarks with which they were likely to assail her. 
Nor could she upon a reconsideration of Courtenay's 
manner,, doubt any longer that it was his tnteotion to 
propose to her, and that this proposal was not iar dis- 
tant. His devotion to her was much more manifest, now 
when there wer^ oth^r young ladies present, who might 
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reasonablj be expected to engage some portion of his 
attention ; for she found herself perpetually engrossing, 
ia rather a distressing manner, a rerj unfair proportion- 
of his civilities. . 

Caroline did not, however, feel more favoorablj dis- 
posed towards an acceptance of his offer. It was not 
that she thought less of Courtenay, but that she believed 
the state of her affections to remain unchanged. No 
direct communication had taken place between her 
parents and the new Lord Malton. Sir Thomas medi- 
tated af one time a letter of congratulation on (ienry's 
accession to the title'; but on reflection he felt, or 
thought he ou^ht to feel, a little nettled at having re- 
ceived BO direct intimation of that circumstance from 
the person himself; and upon consulting with Lady 
Jermyn, it appeared to both that there were ^^ awk- 
wardnesses" in the case, which rendered it adviseable 
to take no notice of that event. 

The same consideration probably sealed their lips ; 
for from the tftne that Courtenay and the Duncans 

Jaitted them, they hardly ever mentioned the subject. 
Caroline had therefore received no impulse to her 
sentiments, in any direction, from the opinions of her 
parents, except that she experienced a disheartening 
chill, from this obstinate silence upon a subject which 
ought to have been so interesting — a silence which in- 
dicated a decided hostility between the parties. There 
were times also when she felt rather indignant at Henry 
for having taken this mode of showing his persevering 
remembrance of a former slight; but she was still as 
much as ever averse to receive the addresses of any 
other person. 

Courtenay had now arrived at the determination of 
making Caroline a formal offer of his hand ; and in- 
tended speedily to carry his intent into execution. 
He wished, however, before taking this final step, t6 
receive some more unequivocal testimony of her good 
will than he had hitherto been able to obtain ; for not- 
withstanding the .excusable blindness of a lover's ar- 
dour, which can often interpret mere civility into posi- 
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tive encouragement, be was not altogether satisfied (hat 
Caroline had yet arrived at such a state of acquiescent 
kindness as would secure hinn from the hunniliation of 
a refusal. He consequently purposed td await the re- 
ault of a few days, — assuring himself that at the end 
of that period he might safely propose to her, should 
he in the interim perceive no discouraging symptoms of 
disinclination. 

Meanwhile, a circumstance occurred which materi- 
ally influenced his prospects. In consequence of a 
request from Sir Thomas Jermyn to Sir Cutbbert An* 
dreVs, who k^pt fox hounds, and hunted in that neigh- 
bourhood, it was arranged that the hounds should meet 
at Brackingsley while the Daventrys and Duncans were 
staying there ; and the day^ dow finally appointed was 
the third after their arrival. 

Sir Thomas Jerm) n was not a sportsman. He had 
pursued the amusements of. the field very little in his 
youth, and cared still less about them in his rip i* years. 
He thought, nevertheless, that the reputation of being 
somewhat versed in these pursuits was desirable; in a 
country gentleman. He, therefore, did not neglect the 
means of securing to himself a small portion of this 
fame; but attended the Higleston coursing meeting, 
and always made a point of taking out his gun on the first 
of September* He was also pleased to have the hounds 
meet at Brackingsley ; not from any interest which he 
took in their proceedings, but because it seemed to 
give a temporary importance to himself and his place. 
It also gave him much to do ; called forth all the little 
sporting lore which he possessed ; and gave him a plea 
for instructing persons, who on that subject were much 
wiser than himself, and for enlightening the-field upon 
the subject of his manorial rights, and the extent of 
his domain ; for he never failed to inform a favoured 
few,'that if the fox would go in a particular direction, 
which he pointed out, they would have the pleasure of 
' running no less than two miles and a half, in a pretty 
straight line, over his property. 

Then he had many preparatory directions to give, 
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ab6iit stopping earths, and opening gates, and cautioning 
tenants to keep up their dogs ; and much comfortable 
grambling on the excessive trouble it gave him at the 
time, and the damage that was done when all was 
over. In short, on the morning of such an event. Sir 
Thomas Jermyn was in his glorj. 

The morning came ; and an auspicious morning it 
was; just the daj that sportsmen love : there was the 
'^ southerly wind," and the ^' cloudy sky," in full per* 
fectiontthe wind just indicating its existence by a 
slight accession of coolness on your face when you 
turned to the south, and the gentle motion of the 
feathery tops of the tall birch ; the sky fleckered with 
dall gray clouds, which lay lapped closely one over 
the other, with that settled appearance which conveyed 
no more the expectation of rain than if the heavens had 
been one blue. 

There had been no shower for several days, and the 
tarf was in a most tempting state, for the curious in 
canters to prick their gentle steeds upon. It was yield- 
ing without softness, and firm and elastic without being 
hard. In short, every thing was as it should be ; and 
Sir Thomas Jermyn was quite happy. 

Half-past ten arrived ; and punctual to their time, 
the hounds were seen, with their attendant huntsmen 
and whippers-in^ in their little round caps, trotting 
across the lawn towards the house. Beyond, in groups 
of three or four, were sundry sportsmen, emerging 
from various points towards the place of rendezvous. 
Some w^re well mounted, and dressed in scarlet ; others 
there were, whose bottle green jackets, and dusky 
corderoys, mounted as they were on stiff useful horses, 
or washy bits of blood, denoted the tight, spruce, 
gentleman farmer, who thinks he is well to do in the 
world— stakes a gentlemanly bit of pleasure — catches 
to admiration the knowing look which is not despised 
by our aristocracy — keeps a good grey hound or two 
— bets hard and loud, if not high, at a coursing meeting 
— and rides his own horse for the farmers' plate. 

These, as they came nearer to the house, slackened 
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their pace, and fil^d off towards the huntsman and \Ab 
pack ; while thdse whose appearance, aided by that of 
their horses, bespoke *th^ir superior pretensions, ad- 
i^anced boldly to pay their respects to the owner of 
the mansion^ Several of these latter were ushered in ; 
and first in dignity Sir Cuthbert Andrews, the master 
of the hunt. 

Sir Cuthbert Andrews (equally well known among 
sportsmen by the familiar name of Old Cutty) was a 
stout, hard featured, middle aged man, still bale and 
active, but exhibiting in his countenance many symptoms 
of wear and tear^ His face was marked with frequent 
iines, not of thought, but furrows engraved by bard 
drinking and hard riding. He was a grave, gentlemanly 
looking man, heavy in air and conversation ; a man of 
few words, and fewer ideas ; who occasionally, but not 
often, uttered a dry joke, and would laugh now and 
then at the jokes of others, — particularly of his hunts- 
man, who was a wag and a character. He was a 
solemn man of pleasuret Amusement was his busi- 
ness ; and like business, though it interested and oc- 
cqpied, it could not animate him. Even of the cha^e 
he talked without vivacity. Dearly as be loved it, he 
never seemed to feel the lively enthusiasm by which 
some are excited ; and as for speaking of it in a gay 
or sportive manner, — it never entered his mind. The 
subject appeared to him too serious to be treated lightly* 
In his youth Sir Cuthbert was always considered ^* a 
good fellow," and still preserved the reputation of a 
"steady harid,^' and a "regular goer;'' and he was 
sometimes designated, by those who sported with him, 
when somewhat mellow with drinking after a hard run, 
as a "good-natured old boy." In what consisted his 
good nature, it would be difficult to say ; for he never | 
lent a horse in his life, rode jealous in the field, an<^ 
would not have stopped at a practicable fence, even it 
he had seen his best friend lying on his back on the 
other side. Perhaps his good nature consisted in his 
liberal view of moral obligations ; for he never in his 
life severely denounced any known sin, except shoot- 
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ing a fox ; and ^< a man who did that,'' asiie observed; 
'^ deserved to be hang, drawn, and quartered." 

Such was the person who was ushered into the saloon 
at Brackingsieyi and who, after a few bows to the ladies, 
and a few inquiries addressed to Sir Thomas about 
earth' stopping, and other preliminaries, pulled out his 
watch, and proposed to proceed to business, and ad- 
journed immediately to the scene of action. 

The whole of the Brackingsiey party were presently 
in motion. Courtenay, Clifton, and Charlecote, ail ap- 
peared well mounted, and '^pomt device," in their ac* 
coutrements. Lord Daventry and Mr. Duncan rode 
to look at the hounds, on quiet hacks, dressed in their 
usual morning habiliments. Sir Thomas, who was no 
adventurous horseman, and whose age was sufficient to 
plead his excuse, took the tield upon a small punchy 
galloway, upon which he used to ride about his farm ; 
an animal free from all vice, and whom no considera- 
tion could have induced to run away with his rider. 

Of the ladies, Lady Harriet Duncan and Lady Da- 
ventry pleaded cold and want of curiosity, and did not 
go out to partake of the amusement. Lady Jermyn 
had settled that Caroline should ride ; and had offered 
horses to the Miss Cliftons in case they should like to 
accompany her. But these young ladies, though eK* 
cellent horsewomen at home, could no npre ride my 
but their own horses, than many other young ladies 
can play out of any but Iheir own music books. It 
was therefore decided finally, that they should go as 
spectators with Lady Jermyn, in an open carriage. 

In this manner they all set out, ~ Caroline mounted 
on horseback, to the delight of Courtenay, who was 
ever at her side— of the Baronet, whom she accompa- 
nied — and of Lady Jermyn, who kept an eye perpetually 
upon her, and thought with reason that she appeared 
to great advantage. 

The whole ^eld -was now in motion ; and a gay an4 
gallant sight it was: steeds and riders equally animated| 
passing and repassing here and there in quick confu- 
sion, and forming anconsciousl^ aucl| c^isirmiQgi ^7§T« 
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varying grottps for a paifiter's eye. And tben, with all 
this bold pictaresquencBS of general effect, there was 
such briinance of detail ! So much withal of a drawing- 
room air in their dainty equipments far this bold, rough 
fiport; -the perfect style of the coat — the immaculate 
whiteness of the boot top — the finished neatness of the 
horse furniture — ^in short, the absolute completeness of 
the whole set-out ! v 

Meanwhile they aproached the cover; and Sir 
Thomas, delighted with the bustle, and feeling himself 
to be lord of the ascendant for the time being» jogged 
along in conversation with Sir Cutbbert Andrews, — 
whose fast walking hunter kept his brother Baronefs 
galloway on a continued trot. 

<< A glorious day indeed, SirCuthbert," said his com- 
panion; '^ we have bespoke you that at any rate. But 
you have always good weather when you meet at 
Brackingsley." 

" It is a tolerably good scenting day,'' said Sir Cath- 
bert, drily, taking a pinch of snuff as he spoke. *^ But 
the ground is too hard; we want rain !^^ Then turning 
in his saddle, he shouted otit a direction to his hunts- 
man, to draw the cover from the further end. 

"Allow me. Sir Cutbbert,'* said Sir Thomas, « to 
recommend a contrary course." 

Sir Cutbbert stared with surprise, that any one should 
presume to direct him upon such a point. 

*' If I were you,** pursued the other, <* I would do 
exactly the reverse ; I would put in my hounds at this 
end, and beat it up to the other. Thereby, Sir Cutb- 
bert, you will force the fox — understand me — ^you will 
force the fox to take a better line of country — a line 
ivith which I am well acquainted, in which for the 
spac;e of four miles are excellent bridle roads along the 
fields.*' 

<« Humph ! thank you," said Sir Cutbbert, <« but I 
don't care a curse for the bridle road. I leave that to 
the cock tailed fellows that cannot ride across a coun- 
try. Ah ! ware hare I" he shouted, ** Dick ! look at 
Wanton and Restless — I shall draft those doirfl " (to 
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himselQ— **have you any friend that is^ setting up 
harriers ?" (turning to Sir Thomas,) — « Ned, take 'em 
on/' (to his huntsman.) **No riding yet, if you please 
Sir," (to a young man who was galloping by.) 
<< Cbarlecote, will you sell that beast?'' (addressing 
our acquaintance.) '^Darnn that son of a journeyman 
tailor !" apostrophizing a dapper apothecary, who was 
rather too forward on a raw hot horse. 

** Perhaps, pursued Sir Thomas^ as soon as he saw 
an opportunity, *<you think me interested in the direc* 
tion you take^i-not the least I assure you ; I was not 
thinking about my fences ; that is my tenants' affair, 
and so I tell them when I see them. Besides, which-' 
e?er way you go, you traverse nearly an equal portion 
of my property^ Behind, for instance," (turning his 
own, and his horse's body, while his companion looked 
carelessly oyer his shoulder,) ** behind, I reach to 
within three fields of that church steeple. On my 
right-^o you see— to that red house on the farthest 
hill — and straight before" — here he stopped, — for Sir 
Cuthbert had made his horse move briskly forward, 
and nobody else was sufficiently near to receive the 
remainder of the sentence. 



CHAPTER XVIil. 

Hark ! from yon covert where those towering oakf 
Above the humble copse aspiring rise, 
What glorious triumphs burst in every eale 
Vpon our ravish'd ears ! The hunter's shout, 
liie clanging horns swell their sweet winding notes, 
The pack wkle opening load the trembling air 
With various melody ; from tree to tree 
The propagated cry redoubling bounds. 

SOMERTILLE. 

The hounds had now began to draw the cover, and 
the party stood in eager expectation, listening to the 
rustling of the horses and dogs among the brushwoodi 
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the occasional call of the huntsmaiii and the loud crack* 
ingoftbe whip. 

SirThomas and his daughter, and several others of 
their party, were stationed on a small knoll, under the 
shelter of a clump of oaks, which stood rather detached 
from the cover ; while on the other side a smooth ez« 
pause of turf sloped down towards a brook, which rip- 
pled irregularly along — now rapid and ^hallow, now 
deep and still — lined here and there with sedges and 
straggling alders, that shot aslant from oiit of the bank, 
and dipped their twisted branches in the stream* On 
the right was a large p^rk-like enclosure, separated 
from the ground on which, they stood by a deep fence, 
with rugged paling on the top of it. On the other side 
was a range of fields with low fences, and gates wide 
open, along which the eye followed a fine sweep of 
woodland, which was terminated in the distance by a 
long dark line, formed by part of the Brackingsley 
Belt. On the side of the cover, opposite to the place 
where they were stationed, was a gate and road, which 
led through the wood to the other side, and which 
would enable them to see something of the sport, in 
whichever direction the hounds might go. 

Courtenaywas near Caroline, thinking, eioBn at such 
a time, more of her than of the sport. And yet he was 
under ordinary circumstances, a keen sportsman. Need 
we say, after thi^, how deeply he was in love ? 

Sir Thomas Jermyn was near them, and was look- 
ing earnestly at some of the sportsmen in the centre 
of the cover, who seemed to be tugging at a bridle 
gate, as if they wished to take it off the hinges. 

"Good Lord !" exclaimed he, "they'll pull it down! 
it is locked — see there — there is carelessness ! Pm 
obliged to look to every thing myself; It ought to have 
been opened as well as the rest— stop — stop," ^e 
shouted,) "yon shall have a key" — (feeling for one in 
his pocket,) — -" ah — there's a ditch between us — I can't 
get to them-— where is John?" looking around for the 
groom, who had lagged a little way behind. 

<*Let me take it to themj said Courtenay; and re- 
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cemng the key, he leaped the ditch» and arrived in 
time to sare the gate from demolition. Sir Thomas 
then trotted off to speak to a person whom he saw in 
the next field, and Caroline offered to follow' him. 

« You had better stay where you are,'* said he, •^you 
cannot be better situated, and 1 shall come back to you 
directly.^ 

He had scarcely turned his horse's head, when 
Chilrlecote joined Caroline. "Well, Miss Jermynl'* 
said he, " how do you like it ? Capital day for the 
purpose, isn't it? Rather tiresome, Ivaiting so long — 
but never mind — we shall find soon. Capital situation 
this — a good place to get away from — it is a ^horrid 
nuisance to be in a place where you cannot get away. 
It was my case at Baddestone yesterday. There was 
a high park paling on one side, and a great wide hedge 
on the other — a terrible ugly place, I assure you — half 
the field were craning at it. Pm not one that is stop- 
ped by a trifle ; but you know there are things that one 
cannot take. I never was so puzzled in all my life. 
Bothere it is quite a different thing. That brook is 
fordable, Fm sure ; and there's a very easy fence to 
the left, and a nice short cut right through the cover, 
in case they go away on the other side." At this instant 
a cry was beard from the hounds in the cover — then 
came a shout — then a horn was sounded, and at the 
same ^moment every horse in the adjoining fields was 
in motion. 

"Pug's off, by Jove!" cried Cfaarlecote, and clap- 
ping spurs to his horse, he dashed down the road that 
leads to the other side of the cover. At the same time 
many a scarlet coat was seen in swift progress through 
the wood ; and there was a general rush from the fields 
on the left towards the gate near which Caroline was 
stationed, and the quick trampling of the numerous 
hoofs thundered furiously upoil the springy turf. 

The horse from which the groom had dismounted 
plunged, threw up its heels, and ran back to the full 
extent of its rein, at which it pulled so violently ais to 
draw off all the attention of the servant, who was just 
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tben begining to fasten the curb of Caroline's bridle* 
Her horse, though naturally a quiet animal, nov? began 
to exhibit strong symptoms of restiveness* He sidled^ 
pawed, tried to advance as each successive sportsman 
gs^lloped by, and at last, upon a man in red (one of Ihe 
whippers in) coming near, at a quick pace, cracking as 
he ^ent a long lashed whip, the animal after a furious 
plunge, fincHng that the bit in its present state was un- 
equal to restrain it, set offat fuU speed down the- slope 
towards the nrook. 

The groom in rain attempted to remouiit his horse, 
which still pranced and curvetted, and used every effort 
to escape, while Sir Thomas, who saw his daughter's 
danger from an acj^joining field, laboured uselessly to 
urge his poney to a speed that might enable him to 
overtake her. 

Meanwhile Courtenay, having assisted in opening 
the bridle gate, recognised among those who were 
anxious to get through, an old college acquaintance^ 
whom, from some accident or other he had not yet 
seen among the assemblage. He therefore passed 
with him to the other side of the wood, and stood for 
several minutes in conversation, when they heard the 
horn, and presently saw hounds and huntsmen emerge 
from the cover, and sweep along in front of them. 
They were instantly wrapt in the high -wrought interest 
which the scene excited, and they dashed forward with 
all the glorious enthusiasm of fox hunters. 

They rapidly turned the corner of the wood, and en- 
tered the large park-like field which adjoined that 
wherein we have left Caroline. Even in the first heat 
of pursuit, Courtenay could not help turning his eye& 
towards the place where he knew she would be seen. 

He did see her, and in what a situation! Her horse 
was galloping furiously towards the brook, and she 
leaning back, apparently exerting all her strength in a 
vain endeavour to check it. No one was near to assist 
her ; and Courtenay fancied that his ear caught a cry 
for help. He saw at once all the danger of her situa- 



QRANBY. 153 

tioD, and to fly to her succour was with him, the restdt 
of impulse rather than of thought. 

A difficult fencC) composed of ragged irregular piles 
and a wide ditch, lay between them. He spurred bis 
home resolutely at it, and the animal being a powerful 
hunter, and now quite fresh, cleared it gallantly. He 
heard some ea;<:Iamations of surprise at the feat and the 
direction in which he was going, from voices behind 
him, one of which was that of Cbartecote; but he paid 
no attention to them, and urged his horse forward with 
furious speed in the direction which Caroline's had 
taken. 

Goartenay saw the terrified jmimalwhiolh bore her, 
without slackening its pace, reach the edge of the 
brook, plunge in, and disappear beneath the high bank. 
He uttered an exclamation of horror, and spurred and 
lashed his horse more furiously iitill, and strained his 
eyes to look after her. 

He saw the animal in a few seconds mount the op- 
posite bank without its rider, and gallop off along the 
meadow. In another moment, he was at the brook 
side, had thrown himself from the saddle, and was 
looking earnestly into the stream below. He caught a 
glimpse of her blue riding dress floating oh the surface 
of the water — loosed his bridle — and plunged in. 

There was at this place a deep hole, caused by the 
eddy of the stream, and Courtenay immediately found 
himself out of his depth. However, with prompt ac- 
tivity seizing by one hand a large root which projected 
from the bank, he supported himself with this, while 
with the other hand he grasped Caroline, whose 
clothes, heavy with water, had drawn her down below 
the surface. He obtained a footing against the side, 
and availing himself of this, and whatever presented 
itself to his grasp, by a vigorous exertion of his strength 
he raised himself Upon the bank,-r-drawing after him 
the apparently lifeless form of Caroline. 

She was insensible, — ^partly through terror, partly 
from the effects of her emersion, and the suspended 
animatiou which it had temporarily produced. Her 
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hat and cap were lost, and her beautiful hair hung m 
long dripping'^ threads down her neck and shoulders. 
Her face ' was pale, and her ^yes Were closed ; yet, 
even then Courtenay could not but gaze on her with ad- 
miration, as kneeling on the turf beside her, he support- 
ed with his arm that drooping head, and thought with a 
glow of inward rapture, of the service he bad afforded 
to such a being. 

Sir Thomas Jermyn and the groom now came up, 
and Courtenay committed his interesting charge to the 
arms of her father. The agony of the Baronet had 
been extreme; and the doubtful appearance of his 
daughter's state hardly jret allowed it to subside. He 
pressed her in his arms, and continued earnestly 
gazing at her pale face, and uttering low moanin|; 
sounds of lamentation,, interrupted occasionally by fer- 
¥ent cries of *' thank God it is no worse," and broken 
expressions ot thanks to Courtenay. 

'^ But what must we do with the poor dear child ?^' 
said he at length — '' we must not stay here with her." 

Courtenay mentioned the barouche ; '* Oh, ay, true," 
said Sir Thomas, " the barouche — where is it ?" 

The servant was immediately sent for it. 

'^ But do not alarm Lady Jermyn,'' added Courtenay; 
^' merely sav that Miss Jermyn has been in the brook, 
and is quiwwet, and wants to return in the carriage." 

'* Oh, look! look!" exclaimed Sir Thomas delight- 
edly, ^^ her colour is returning — 1 cannot tell you my 
obligations — I shall always feel them-— you have saved 
her life." 

" See !" exclaimed Courtenay, " thank God ! she 
opens her eyes." -* 

She did so, and turned them at the same time with 
a grateful expression \ipon him. Th0 'first wt)rds 
she heard distinctly, in returning consciousness, were 
her father's thanks to Courtenay, coupled with the in* 
formation that to hinii she owed her deliverance. Her 
first look was a faint smile, to reassure her anxious fa- 
ther, who on seeing these unequivocal symptons of revi- 
val, fervently kissed her pale cold cheek, and^jaculated 
man^ a warm ex|>ression of grateful jp^. 
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.Court^iiay now looked up in quest of the barouche^ 
"I see it coming,^' said he, joyfully, ^'butl think it 
cannot drive down to the brook side; we musttakeMiss 
Jermyn to the top of the field/' 

" Are they within sight," said Caroline to her father; 
'^ pray raise me up — my mother will be alarmed, if she 
sees me resting on your knee-^-there— thank you — with 
help I think I can walk — no, I am still weak — oh, it all 
seems like a dream! How did Iget into the water? 
I thiiik I recollect — my head grows clearer — Oh ! Mr. 
Courtenay, how much I am indebted to you P, 

Courtenay felt himself amply, richly rewarded by 
these words, and the soft sweet smile which accompanied 
them. His mind was too full to allow him to say any 
thing in return. Before they reached'the carriage they 
were met by Lady Jermyn and the Miss Cliftons, who 
seeing that something serious had occurred, ran pale and 
breathless towards them. Lady Jermyn was .much 
affected by her daughter's appearance, and Juddered 
at the frightful retrospect of the danger from which she 
had so narrowly escaped. She cried, and smiled, and 
cried again, and pressed her daughter's hands, and kiss- 
ed her cheeks, and asked her how it happened ; and 
then, without waiting for an answer, went on exclaim- 
ing, and heartily rejoicing that the worst was past. 

Caroline could give but little information of the way 
in which the accident had occured. The shock had 
driven it from her mind. She rather wanted informa- 
tion herself; and as Lady Jermyn urgently appealed to 
the rest of the party, she had soon an opportunity of 
learning, from the joint testimony of Sir Thomas Jer- 
myn, Courtenay, and the groom, how the event took 
place, and how the deliverance was effected. Lady 
Jermyn was profuse in well-merited thanks to Courte- 
nay, in which Caroline could not but, concur; and 
though she said little, yet at such a moment she could 
not conceal from him that she felt much. She was lift- 
ed into the barouche ; and the whole party returned 
home, all busy with thoughts of their own, and with no 
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sFight wonder at this uoexpected and critical- termina* 
tion of a morning which bad commenced so gajrly. 

Courtenay was soon aasailed with praises from every 
quarter,^or his gallant exertions in Caroline's behalf. 
The ladies were astonished at his boldness in Tenturing, 
^< accoutred as he was," into a brook out of his depth ; 
the gentlemen dwelt upon the perils of his leap. 

^^ Upon mj word, Mr. Courtenay," said Loi^ Daven- 
try; in his somewhat pompous manner, ^^ you took a 
leap this morning which 1 should have been very sorry 
to have taken even in the best of my hunting days, 
though I used to be rather a hard rider. I remember 
about the year ninety, when Lord Westbury hunted the 

shire country, riding over Sir Godfrey Davison's 

park paling. PoorDavison ! he ^s a very good sports- 
man too. There were many of us at that time who 
rode hard and well. It is a fascinating pursuit, Mr. 
Courtenay ; you are a young man, and likely to follow 
it with ardour. Let me warn you against its excess. 
I found that it engrossed me too much, and I made a 
point of withdrawing myself from it— I found that I 
could not conscientiously remain a fox hunter — it was 
incompatible with my other avocations ;" and so saying, 
his Lordship took a pinch of snuff, and walked away 
full of the satisfaction with which a great mind looks 
back upon a former sacrifice of pleasure to duty. 

Mr.Duncan now put in his compliment. ^^Courtenay," 
said be, "you are the very mirror of modern chivalry 
— ycu may let your spirit of enterprise lie fallow for the 
next hairyear— you have immortalized yourself by the 
deeds of one ban* minute. I was in the field you quit- 
ted so daringly. Excuse me for having at the time 
thought you mad. J did not then see the all-sufficient 
cause for such an experiment — for an experiment it 
really was.'' 

" Oh, it was no such great thing," said Courtenay, 
laughing. " My horbe was fresh — 1 knew he would do 
it.'^ 

Clifton and Charlecote now came in, well splashed 
from their run* 
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*' Egad ! Conrtenay,'' said Charlecole, '^ you did the 
tbing in proper style, — and a devilish ugly place it was. 
Gad I you gathered him up, and crammed him at^it! 
There was no denial — go he must. You reojembered 
old Toby^s rules for leaping. ' Keep his head straight, 
and go over,' says Toby. You know old Toby — Ten- 
nyson's Toby — ^as good a huntsman as ever crossed a 
horse. But why did not you follow us ? It is a thou- 
sand pities (isnU it, Clifton ?) that Courtenay did not fol- 
low us. We had a real good day, I' promise you. You 
saw what a pretty burst we had. Well, Sir — Pug went 
straight away for Westwood Gorse — and a. steady hard 
run we had of it — not a single check, and a burning 
scent, and all of us fresh as two year olds. It was as 
good a part of the day as any. But when we got to the 
gorse we lost him^ — and we lost time too, which was 
quite as bad — drawing, and drawing, and all to no pur- 
pose. So then .we went to Campley Wood, and before 
the hounds were half through it, (I was on the outside) 
— Gad, Sir ! out there came a big old fox — so we laid 
them on- — and away like fun by Claverton Grange, and 
over the hill above Baddesley Pool, and down again by 
Nether Twycross — and then we came to a sort of check 
— and once we thought we had fairly lost him ; but old 
Cutty made a cast — a devilish good one ; and again we 
w'ere on him — and away across the grass fields by Craw- 
ford. Gad ! you should have seen us then ! We all 
streamed down in rank — no choosing, or gap-hunting 
—every man took^is fence as it lay before him — and 
away we went like devils over the new enclosures on 
Penderton EdgQ« Gad ! Sir, didn't we go the pace / 
The pace kills — nothing like going iu Ah ! you should 
have been with us then. But we had not much of that 
—for then he took us across the -low grounds by Mud- 
dyford and Sludgeley Bottom — stiff, heavy country- 
infernal bad going — up to the shoulders pretty nearly — 
most of the horses werte dead beat before they came out 
of it. Well, then, we got upon Dartii^ton higher level, 
and the Badsworth country— ugly work, so late in the 
day — but no matter, nothing stopped us. Didn't we 
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charge them I ox fences, double fences, and all, my boy! 
You should only have seen us — that^s all ! Well, Sir ! 
here, we gained upon pug, and witbin.half a mite of 
Dingiey (]!oppice we viewed him, Sir,—* we viewed him 
— ^beat— quite beat — I Itnew be was — I said he waft- 
fifty to one, says I, he does not reach the wood. No 
more he did. On we went — and in two minutes more 
ran into him, in the middle of a grass field. Who-hoop ! 
glorious, by Jove ! Have not seen a better thing this 
twelvemonth. There was nobody in but I, Jack Han- 
mer, old Cutty, Floxton, Dick Derby, and Cutty V Ned. 
You should only have seen the fellows behind, scatter- 
ed by two or three in a field, over the cduntry for the 
last two miles* Oh, it was a regular hard run. That 
second fox was such a toagh one ! Look here— 
Pve brought away one of his holders ;^^ ar\d so saying, 
he pulled a tooth out of his waistcoat pocket. *' An 
old stager, wasn^t be? By the bye, Pli tell you a good 
thing of old Cutty. George Johnson, (he had been 
riding at rne — going it, like smoke) well, he got a regu- 
lar fall, horse and all, down together^ neck an^ crop, in 
a deep, dry ditch. Johnson was for scrambling out. 
Old Cutty was just behind. ^ Lie still you fool y says 
Cutty.' ' Damn you, lie still, till I get over.' So John- 
son lay down in the ditch, frightened out of his life, and 
old Cutty leaped clean over him. Oh, Lord ! you should 
have been with us. However, you were well employ- 
ed where you were, I confess ; and lent a hand to some 
I purpose. Oh, there is Lady Jermyn — I must go and 
do the civil thing, and ask her how Miss Jermyn does,'' 
and so saying, he walked away into the next room. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Obligation ! why a water ■paniel .wonld hare done as madi. Wall ! I 
should nerer thw of ghring my heart to a man because he oonld swim. 

The BrrAi.8. 

CAaoLiNE soon recpyered from the effects of her ac-> 
ddent; and after a day or two she made her reappear- 
ance. She felt a little oppressed by the attention which . 
her situation had excited, and the eager solicitude with 
which she wa(s greeted, uid would fain have withdrawn 
herself longer from the general gaze. But in this un- 
necessary seclusion there would have been a little dupli- 
city,, .and an apparent coquettish manosuvreing to excite 
an. iiiterest, from which the propriety of her feelings 
recoiled. Perhaps also she was somewhat unwilling on 
another account to make more of the incident than was 
necessary. She was grateful to Courtenay— yery 
girateful ; and she repeated it to herself a thousand 
ti^Mjs. But yet she felt no disposition to increase the 
seo^ of this obligaticte either m herself or others, by any 
a^ which she could avoid. < 

In truth she was mortified by the turn which the lat0 
event bad taken, and had rather been assisted by any 
hut. Courtenay . Yet she felt that his services had given 
hii|i 90 powerful a claim to her gratitude and esteem, 
that, a proposal^ supported as it would doubtless be bj 
tfa^e. approbation of her parents, could hardly with pro- 
pri<;ty be rejected. She could not doubt that real anec- 
tijiQjiadnivged him to such prompt assistance ; but she 
detiEltmiaed, if possible, not to evince a consciousness 
thai|iis had exerted himself for her in a greater d^ree 
than he would in l^hatf of any other female, and re- 
solve4 tliiat the firm onshrinJung tone of her gratitude, 
while it acquitted b^r of unkindness, should make him 
sei^iihle Jihat it was not mingled with the sensitive timi- 
dity of Ipve. 

^bv^ reasoned Caroline, and she trie4 to slta|)^ l/ji^ 
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course accordingly. But in assuming an air of mere 
gratitude, and endeavouring to put upon his behaviour 
ihe constructicm which she wished to adopt in imagina- 
tion, she found herself foiled by the significant manner 
and conscious looks of all around her. It was plain that 
Courtenay's devotion to her had become manifest to all 
the house ; and that this last act was merely regarded as 
a more direct practical avowal of that which was suffi- 
ciently evident before. Even her cousins, the Miss Clif- 
tons, began to exchange looks of much intelligence, and 
did not banter her about her accident half so freely as 
she might have expected. They did not talk a tenth 
part of the usual nonsense about distressed damsels and 
valiant nights, and evidently because they thought the 
case was now too serious for a joke. Nay, what was 
worse than all, she began to perceive that most of the 
company now spoke of Courtenay in her presence, in 
that sort of bridled, guarded manner in which one com* 
ments on an absent person before a very near relation. 

All this was exceedingly provoking. What was 
Courtenay to her? — a* friend, a deliverer — not the mas- 
ter of her heart ; and she earnestly longed to tell them 
so. This behaviour, on the part of her father's visiters, 
not only discomposed her plan of conduct, but im- 
pressed her more strongly with the difficulty of gpiving 
Courtenay an absolute rejection, whenever the decided 
proposal should be niade. She could not^ she said, 
positively accept him; but she must not dismiss him 
without hope — without an assurance that time m^bt 
es;ert a beneficial inlSuence in his favour — that i^he co^d 
wish to know him longer and bettier, before she took an 
irrevocable step — that her heart could not be hastily^ 
won — that he possessed at present her esteein— -and 
that upon some future day he possibly might gain her 
love^ And such was her final resolution.- 

And what, meanwhile, were Courtenay's thoughts ? 
In truth they were nearly of as mixed and perplexing a 
character as those of Caroline. At first he was trans- 
ported with pleasure, at having been the happy inatru- 
ment of saving from such imminent peril oncf whom he 
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HO (n4]r toved. He (hwght, too, witb intense deUght of 
tb^ |i9fr«rful <ekuH9a upm be? Sections, wluoh his bold 
sM^WOMSaful assistiiciice would i^rd bkn. 
. silt to tliese briliiant suid flatterio; pi^ospects sue* 
ceeded refleotions.of a moi« gober character — ^reflec* 
tiiHia wblob induced bim to pQ9tpoiDe for a while bis in- 
t^tion of asking her hand in marriage. There was 
something that accorded ill with his nice and honourable 
feelings, in the idea of thus hastily presuming upon a 
seryice which chance alone bud afforded him the means 
of p^rfonping. Pride also whispered, that it was not to 
an act of ^uch a kind, however signal and meritorious, 
that he would willingly owe the possession of her hand. 
If be Wfi9 accepted, he would .that it were for merits of 
a more certain description — ^for instances of daily 
worth, and not f<Nr the dazzling exploits of a hasty mo- 
ment ; not for a s^vice which a mere stranger might 
equally have rendered. He could; not wish that Sie 
woman he loved should be entrapped into liking him, 
by the mere fortunate termination of a fortuitous event ; 
or be induced to commit the dangerous error.of thinki- 
ing that to be love, which after all was merely gratitude. 
" No,'* said be, " let my late services be forgotten. .It 
had been better had they never been required. Then I 
could not have undergone the danger of seeing the 
affections of my chosen bride rest on a circumstance^ 
the. remembrance of which must ever, as we live, grow 
more and more faint, and with it the delusive love which 
it seemed to cherish. My vanity shall not mislead me ; 
I will at least observe her closely ; I will see how my 
services are appreciated ; I will mark attentively the 
tone — ^the manner with which she expresses her thanks. 
I shall be able to distinguish the unembarrassed air of 
mere gratitude, from the hesitating acknowledgments of 
growing love." 

. This was very well in theory; but the practice was 
not so easy. He experienced the same difficulties thi^ 
had occurred to Caroline, though he was less sensible 
of their «iLV9tence. He quickly discovered that all the 
chrcle had tacitly set them down as lovers. He 3aw, too# 
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that Caroline perceived it ; and thooghi that she seemed 
to acquiesce in the propriety of the opinion. Then, the 
expression of her gratitude had, in spight of her endea- 
vours, a downcast diffidence, a certain air of timid ten- 
derness, which gave it an inexpressible charm to 
Courtenay, and. made his heart beat high with hope. 
His scruples melted fast away. He could not think that 
mere cold gratitude had given birth to that sweet confu- 
sion which he gladly traced to a warmer Sentiment. In 
a word, he felt that she must be his ; and with a bound<^ 
ing spirit he decided that, ere long — ^nay, if possible, on 
that very day — the die should be cast. 

Caroline had been out that day, riding with others of 
' ' their party, and Courtenay among the rest ; and on her 
return, he found himself alone with her in the saloon. 
She looked even n^ore than usually attractive; A fresh 
colour, heightened by exercise, bloomed in her cheek, 
and her countenance was gay and animated. 

<^ I am pleased with myself," said she, half laughing 
as she spoke, <^for having ridden to-day. It is better to 
make the effort soon. One gains nothing by delay; 
indeed I think one's timidity only increases, and sdtties 
by time into habit. Pray, praise me a little for my 
courage ; I am very desirous to be commended for 
that; — I suppose, because I am sensible of a great nvant 
of it. I pride myself most on having passed by the very 
scene of my disaster — disaster indeed, I should hiutlly 
call it, since it terminated so well, — -thanks to your kind 
and prompt assistance.^^ 

" Indeed,** said Courtenay, " you look so well at this 
moment, and seem to have sii^ered so littie from it, that 
I am almost selfish enough to wish you would fall into a 
brook every day, that I might have the happiness of 
saving you. You are smiling at that. Don't you think 
it would really be a happiness?" 

Caroline felt a little perplexity, which she tried to 
carry off with a laugh. " I was only thinking," said she^ 
*' that you are fortunate in having discovered a mode 
pf happiness which nobody will ever wish to dispute 
witii yoUr" 
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" I am not very sure of that," sB&i Courtenay ; "but 
if it is so, I ean only say that I dm obliged to the world 
for their blindness. But it would not make me qiute 
happy ; I should merely regard it as a passport. No— - 
I should look much farther. I believe/^ he added with 
a smSe of much meaning, **you hardly yet know all 
that is necessary to my happiness." 

"1 dare say not,'' said she, in a tone that laboured 
bard to be indifferent'; and turning her head,' she walked 
to the window, where she endeavoured to occupy her- 
self in examining the green-house plants that stood on a 
flower stand. 

Courtenay followed, and remained for a moment re- 
garding lier in silence, — too much absorbed in admira- 
tion to thmk of resuming his address. The pause, how- 
ever, boded something of less doubtful import, and was 
more awful to Caroline's feelings than any fordi of 
words in which he could have clothed his meaning. 
With nervous trepidation, wishing to be employed, she 
knew not how| she had broken off a geranium flower, 
and was trying to fix it in the buttpn hole of her riding 
habit. The stalk broke, and it fell to the ground ; 
Courtenay hastily picked it up ; she thanked Um, and 
held out her hand to receive i. 

<^ Do not ask me to return it," said he, with an expres- 
sive smile, and put it into the breast of hi§ waistcoat* 
Caroline blushed at the obvious »r of gallantry, with 
which this trifling act was accompanied, and trying to 
pass it off with a hurried laugh, she gathered another 

flower." 

" I shall deny your taste as a florist," said she, « if 
you keep that broken thing. If you want a flower, 
here is a better— take this,"— and she extended it to- 
wards him. 

Courtenay eagerly seized her hand, with a glow of 
pleasure on his countenance. — << Any gift from you is 
precious," said he, his eyes sparkling as be-spoke. 
" Oh, if I mi^t but keep this hand that gives it to me !" 

Caroline coloured deeply, and stru^led to withdraw 
the hand that Courtenay held clasped between his own. 
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<< Must I let it gfi V* 8aid>e» m a Um of tender en- 
treaty. ^^ Oh» no, no, I mustH^-iDittst keep U* If yonwiU 
not utter a kiod yes, one little look shall say it lor you; 
I will understand the lightest tpki^." 

Caroline turned away her head. ^< Nay, Idr. Cour- 
tenay, I could wish to hare aroi^d thisg," s^ saiidin a 
tone of vexation, while Courtenay still stood detaining 
her hand, with his glistening eyes intently fixed on her 
countenance. 

She had no tioie for uuh^ words, for at ihat instant 
the door was opened, and Cbarlecote burst into the 
room, laughing as he entered, and asked her tp be um- 
pire in a game at billiards, cue against mace, between 
himself and Miss Clifton. 

Cardine was glad of an excuse to break off the con- 
ference, and hastened to the billiard roonif^leaving 
Courtenay somewhat disappointed at the abrupt tenni- 
nation of so interesting an interview, but consoled with 
the reflection that an opening had been made for the in- 
troduction of a more formal declaration, and satisfied 
with her qualified admistuon of his addresses. 



CHAPTER XX. 



You have displaeed the mirth, broke the good meeting 
With moat admired dlsorder.—MACBBTH. 

Next morning the whde party were reassembled at 
the breakfast*table. The welcome poet arrived as usual, 
and letters and papers were soon seen picturesquely 
interspersed among cups, plates, egg stands, and toast 
racks. Some were reading letters ; others glancing at 
newspapers, between the acts of coffee and rc^ ; some 
talking; some few eating; all varioudy employed; 
while Lady Jermyn, under the august shadow of a lofty 
silver urn, — ^whicb, with a most jouuAoal simaaer^ sent up 



a high wreatlui^^ oolanm of steams—sat presiding, with a 
happy well-tempered air of dignity^ over two large tea 
pots, and dispensed an even-handed justice to the rival 
factions of green and bohea. 

Gourtenay was looking rather unhappy, for he had 
failed in securing a seat by Caroline. However, as 
he sat nearly opposite, he consoled himself with the 
pleasure of looking at her, and thinking over the ten- 
der things he meant to say before that day was. past. 

Much light conversation, of one kind or another, 
was passing around* 

" There — ^you political person !" said Lady Har- 
riet, holding up a letter to her husband, who sat perusing 
the newspaper on the other side of the table, ^* take 
this, and redd it, and dismiss the Cares of the nation, 
and think of ydur wife's for half a moment. Oh, how 
1 hate all polkics !'' said she, directing her observation 
to the rest of the company. ** Begging the gentle- 
men's pardons, 1 don't think it improves them at all. 
It makes them so business-like and toiggy. As for us 
women, it really ruins us completely. Don't you think 
so; my dear?" appealing to IM^is Clifton. 

'M agree with you entirely," said the latter, "and I 
know several instances of its bad eflfects. There, our 
good frieind Lady Highbury : what a charming woman 
she is, till she begins to rave about politrcs — and de- 
voutly wishes the nation had no debt — ^and Wonders 
how high the funds would be then-— and talks so feel- 
ingly of that unhappy country, Ireland — and wishes 
ministers wouM compel the cotters to build chimneys, 
and give lip^ potatoes. Do yon know wh^t made her 
SQch a violent Anti-Catholic ? She was disappointed 
at Rome — ill used, she says, about a front place at one 
of the ceremonies in the Holy Week ! Fortunately 
she is a tory. That side suits our sex the best. Wp 
ought to stand ap for power and prerogative. I can- 
not abide a female democrat. It is shocking to hear 
ladies raving^ about liberty,' Hke Lady Crosstown. But 
she is a radical, which is tcfi times worse. A few years 
ago, when Hunt was in his glory, she sent him a card 
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for ooe^r btr p^Uea. I belief e he dM m4 go» but 
the &«i of the iftviteiioik is: unqfieatieiiftRUe* I bad it 
from exceHent aatbority,'' , 

*^ Ob, Eliza, jou ecandalom giirl iV eictaineA.Aiuie^ 
'' I want believe it*. I am very fond of Ladj Ciross- 
iowo-rsbe is such a dear odd creatufe !'' 

^Ut IB really a fact,'' pursued Miss Clifton; ^^and 
you icAow the illness she had lasl: spring — ^solely pro- 
duced, I assure you, by sitting three successive nights 
in the roof of the House of Commons* One night was 
enough for me. By the bye what did we go to hear?" 
appealing to her mother, who having foi^otten^ passed 
on the question to Lord Davetitry. 

*^ You oueht.to know better than me,'' saic^bis Lord- 
ship, '^but ii I remember right, it was the debate on the 
aecond reading of the Marriage*Act Amendment Bill*" 

^' I think," added Sir Thomas Jermj Q9 ^^ ) can recall 
it to your memory. 1 s^id a tem words on that'ques- 
tion myself. 1 im sure you wi)l irecpllect it now. I 
do not know whether you happen^ to read the debates 
afterward, but they misrepresented me in the paper 
shamefully. If you romemher^ my speech was a short 
one — 1 hate to engross the time of the House as some 
people do. 3tich beic^ the case, there was the less 
excuse for a lalse report. But when 1 came to look at 
the papers, egad, Sir!" (turoii^gto Mr. Duncan) ''they 
had put downr— what were the words ? — roh— * Sir T. 
Jermyn supported the motion* The honourable 
baronet fully concurred in the sentiments of .the last 
speaker.' I*^o, Sir, I did not fully <oncur. in the 
aentiments of the last speaker* No, Sir, I had my own 
view of the sabject^ as { always have, and like to have, 
and think that eyery honest and independent menber 
ought to havei» J. diH^red from the It^sjt speaker in 
many respects) and yel these fellows have the as* 
surance to tell, the world that I fully ^^i^nrreil in his 
aentiments* I think this sort of misrepresentation 
amounts to a breach ^f priviloge. I b^A a good mind 
In have called the attention of the Ifoqae to it* That 



( 



step has been Jakeh in cases whieh have beea scarcely 
of greater importance.^' 

'' Public ehamcters,'' said Mr. Dunciin, ** are con* 
tinaally exposed to these misrepresentations* It is the 
price they pay for notoriety*^' 

" Very true,^' replied the Baronet, swallowing the 
ironical compliment with greater gravity than could 
have been hoped* ^^ But in fact,'' he added, '^ the re* 
porting department is miserably defective." 

^^ The only thing I complain of,'' said Lady Harriet, 
'* is their putting in debates at all*. I mean indiscrimi- 
nately into every paper. There is really not one that 
a lady can take up. As Sterne says, ^ they manage 
these things much better in France.'. There they 
have their Journal des Debats, des Affiches, des Spec- 
tacie8--*in short, if you know what you want, you may 
know where to find it. But here they are all political. 
Hence arises the evil we were speaking of. This is 
the true origin of your Lady High bury s and Lady 
Crosstowns. I wish there were some journal expressly 
calculated for female readers. I should really like, if 
it were possible, to set something of that kind on foot. 
Don't you think it would succeed ?" 

^^ I am afraid," said Miss Clifton, ^^ we are too well 
satisfied with the present order of things. I am sure I 
myself know several ladies who never read any thing 
but newspapers. There is old Mrs. Printley reads- the 
Morning Post through every day— quite through — 
every advertisement — stamp mark and all. It exactly 
occupies her time from the breakfast hour till three 
o'clock." 

'^ I think I shall follow her example," said Caroline, 
taking up a Morning Post which had hitherto lain dis« 
regarded, 

'^ Courageous girl !" said Anne Clifton, '4o dare to 
follow the example of a lady who is old enough to be 
your grandmother. Now, iJady Flarriet, look at Caro- 
line, and tell me if you don't think a newspaper is an 
unsightly thing in a ladj's hand: — it makes even her 
look quite old- womanly." 
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^'Shocking! sbookingP^ said Lady Harriet; ^^it 
looks as ill as a man with a muff.'V 

*' Wei),'' said Anne, ^' i think I can safely say, that 
the united reading of the whole fennale part of the 
house of Daventry does not comprise more than Deaths 
and Marriages, and the Fashionable Changes. We 
never look at any thing else — we. abstain upon princi- 
ple.'' • • 

'^ You deserve high praise," said Mr. Duncan. '^It 
argues no inconsiderable firmness v to resist the perusal 
of those touching appeals ^ To the British Fair,' and 
to leave unread an advertisement headed with ^Per- 
sonal Beauty,' in large letters." 

"Oh, yes," said Anne, "you fully appreciate our 
self denial. But do look at Caroline — ^how intent she 
is ! How are the funds, my dear ? Pretty politician ! 
She does not hear me. * Pretty Polly, say ;' " and she 
began to hum the air of the song ; then suddenly stop- 
ping, exclaimed, " 1 don't understand — she turns ^uite 
pale." 

"Are you ill, my love?" said Lady Jermyn. 

Every eye at tabJe was by this time turned upon 
Caroline. Well mi^ht they observe her, for an alarm- 
ing paleness had sprt^ad over her countenance, which 
was agitated by a strong expression of horror. She 
dropped the paper, clasped her hands, and raised them 
with a' shudder to her face; and, " Oh ! he will die !" 
burst tremulously frem her lips. 

" Die ! who ?" was uttered by every one in company. 

Mr. Duncan, who was sitting next to her, glanced 
at the paper which lay before her on the table, and im- 
mediately hia countenance also- assumed an aspect of 
emotion ; while, snatching it up, he exclaimed, "Good 
God ! my young friend Granby !" 

" Granby !" cried Courtenay, with unfeigned anxiety, 
stopping with surprise, while in the act of pouring out 
a glass of water for CaroUne ; — and his exclamation 
was echoed by most who were present. 

" Yes, indeed," said Mr. Duncan, who read the fol- 
lowing paragraph : — W^ regret to state, that Lord 
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Maltorn lie9 dangerously ifl at the Clarendon Hotel. 
His Lordship's illness is supposed to have originated 
in the distressing event to whfch we alluded a few dajs 
back, and of the trath of which there is no longer the 
smallest doubt." 

Meanwhile, mysterious looks passed round the table; 
and various restoratives were offered to Caroline, who, 
too much agitated to r&ply to the attentions of her 
friends, burst into tears, rose hastily, and, supported by 
her mother, left the room. 

A blank silence followed her departure; each looking 
eagerly in turn atthc eventful paragraph, and seeming too 
fuH of grief, or wonder, to express their thoughts aloud* 
At length, after a few half-whispered observations, 
scarcely addressed to any one,-^'* Great surprise of 
Miss Jermyn," — ^^ Could not be merely that," — 
" Looked ill before,"-^-*and, " I'm sure it was the fire," 
several times repeated by Lady Daventry,— Lady Jer- 
royn reappeared, and with a cheerful air assured the 
anxious inquirers that her daughter was much better* 

'* Poor thing !" said she, " It was the suddenness of 
the intelligence. She has been very nervous since 
her accidents You would not perceive it ; but I know 
her well. I am not surprised at her being so overset 
by unexpectedly seeing this account of the dangerous 
illness of one she knew so well. You are, aware," 
she added, looking by turns atCourtenay, Mr. Duncan, 
and Lady Harriet, ^^ you are aware that Lord Malton 
is a cousin of her's. They used as children to be well 
acquainted — quite intimate— constant playfellows. He 
was a nice boy — Henry Granby as he was then— ^a very 
nice boy. He was often with us, but we have not seen 
much of him lately." 

As she concluded these remarks, she cast a short 
side-glance atCourtenay, to see how they were received 
by him. His countenance was grave and thoughtful, 
and his abstracted air rendered it doubt(j^i whether he 
had heard her words. She was disappointed and per- 
plexed, and knew not to what cause she might attribute 
bis seriousness. Was it grief for his friend ? or way 
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he raminating on her daughter's bebavioijr in the past 
scene? 

"Both these causes had contributed their influence to 
produce the serious air of Courtenay* He was much 
attached to Granbj, and feit much pain at the idea of 
his danger ; but this thought did not predominate at 
that invtant. He was revolving in his mind the great 
and unusual grief exhibited by Caroline on this occa- 
sion. Her agonized exclamation, " Oh ! he will die !'^ 
still rang in his ears. Was Granby then indeed so dear 
to her ? or was it possible that she could be thus affected, 
in regarding the possible danger of a mere acquaint- 
tance ? Cousins! — Playfellows when children! What 
was there in this that should adequately account for a 
sorrow so poignant ? The relationship at least was so 
distant, that he was scarcely sensible of its existence. 
Former intimacy was more to the purpose. This ac- 
counted for a fact, of which, when be had once seized 
the clue, he rapidly supplied fresh proofs, and pressed 
onward to conviction. . Each beaming, animating smile 
with which Caroline had ever listened to his prafses of 
Granby, now rose distinctly to his view. And was 
their affection mutual ? Yes — there were also points in 
Granby's conduct'which he had not hitherto understood, 
which tliis supposition would explain at once. 

Courtenay was now even inclined to wonder that he 
should have been so blind as not to have niade this dis^- 
covery sooner. And bitterly did he now regret it. 
He might have saved himself much pain — much of 
that unavailing regret which he now must necessarily 
endur^. 

Another question then arose, whether the parents 
were sensible of the attachment subsisting between 
their daughter and Henry Granby. If so, he felt that 
they had used him ill in allowing — nay, encouraging 
hkn to attach himself to one who they well knew could 
not return his affection. He thought they could not 
have been wholly, ignorant; and there was a hurried 
consciousness in Lady Jermyn's manner, which strongly 
excited his suspicion. 
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Tbifi was a p6int he wished to fathom ; and with 
this view, as she passed from the breakfast room to the 
library, he followed her ; and prefacing with a repeti- 
tion of his inquiry after Caroline's health, and hopes 
that she would soon recover, he added with a marked 
significance of tone, — ^^ Miss Jermyn was more affected 
by. this account than I was prepared to expect. I did 
not even know that she had much acquaintance with 
my friend Granby.'^ 

** Dear ! didn't you ? Oh, yes, that isr-she used to 
know him very well ; and then, poor girl ! her spirits 
are tender. I am not surprised at ber being affected 
by the report. And then, poor Henry Granby ! — Lord 
Milton, I should say — hS is such a delightful person — 
every body that knows him must l^e grieved, 1 am sure, 
at hf8 danger.'' 

^^ Nobody was so much distressed as Miss Jermyn," 
said Courtenay. 

Lady Jermyn looked uneasy at the remark. 

" True, very true," was her reply ; " but some 
people show it more than others ; and then, you know, 
she saw the account first." 

Courtenay could not think that this made any differ- 
enoe ; and the sophistry of the remark, only confirmed 
him in his sus^icioo of the shuffling policy of Lady 
Jermyn. He made no reply, but walked away a few 
paces, knit his brows, and passed his hand across his 
eyes as if sm anxious thought was struggling in his 
mind. Then returning, he said in a low voice, with an 
agitated manner, ^' I am sorry. Lady Jermyn, t cannot 
protract my visit: even for a single day. 1 am under 
det^p obligations to my friend Lord Malton, and I can*, 
not hear of his great danger, alone too, probably among 
strangers, and under circumstances of a distressing 
nature, without wishing to render him every assistance 
in my power. I wish to be with him — I think I ought 
— ^hiB life probably hangs by a thread — I mtist go and 
see him instantly, and I propose to set out for London 
by the earliest conveyance. I must therefore take my 
leave sooner than 1 had intended ; and I do so with 
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very sincere thanks to yourself and Sir Thomas Jer- 
myn, for the kind welcome that I have received here;'' 
and so saying, he left the room to issue orders for bis 
departure* 



CHAPTER XXL 

Sorrow 
Would be a rari^ most beloved, if all 
Could 80 become it. 

King iiSAit.- 

After the astounding intelligence related in the last; 
chapter, Lady Jermyn repaired again to the apartment 
of her daughter. She found Caroline sitting with her 
head resting pensively on her hand. The tears that 
had lately been flowing so fast were now dried^but her 
eyes were heavy with weeping, and her cheek was still- 
pale and wan. 

Lady Jermyn, with a soothing tenderness of manner, 
sat down by her, took her feverish band between her 
own, and gently kissed her burning forehead. ^^ Poor 
dear child !?' said she, ^' 1 feared how it would be ; 
your spirits were sadly shaken by that accident.'' 

^^ Oh, mamma! it was not that,'' said Caroline. 

**Ay, my love, so you think ;> but your nerves are 
not as they ought to be. 1 am sorry they got the bet- 
ter of you. It was very unfortunate, and may have 
given people false impressions, which I shall be care- 
ful to correct."* "^ 

'^ Do not say that,", exclaimed Caroline, earnestly ; 
'^ the time for disguise is past. Let me now be ex- 
plicit — to you, at any rate. I ought to have been so 
sooner. But I have been a weak and foolish gtrl — 
perhaps 1 am such now, in loving onet who if be lives 
(which heaven grant he may) may never tfatnk again of 
me. This may be weak, but I cannot feel it to be 
w rong« Next to you.and my father, 1. do indeed lava 
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Am, arnd bave long, though I never owned it — I wish I 
bad ; though I think you nnust have suspected it.'' 

^^To tell jou the truth, my love, I have ; but I kept 
my suspicions to myself, and waited till you should 
make the disclosure.^ I never like to extort a confi- 
dence ; and I did not wish to pat your little heart into 
a greater flutter than was necessary r Besides, I thought 
this attachniTent would die of itself, especially after it 
had ceased on the other side ; where indeed, I am in* 
dined to doubt if it ever existed in a violent degree. 
Nay, don't shake your little head. I have no very high 
idea of the constancy of a person who could flirt as 
be did with other young women.'' 

'^ I will not think of that," said Carolkne, weeping 
afresh, '^ and at suc() a time too — and oh, if any thing 
should happen to him ! It is in vain-^1 cannot attach 
myself elsewhere. Do qot think lae froward in say- 
iDg,^that 1 have even tried to attach myself to Mr. Cour- 
tenaj— to reconcile myself to his addresses — but all in 
vain. And yet, bad he proposed to me, I believe I 
should have accepted him. I felt as if 1 ought. Thank 
heaven that I did not — for I should have sacrificed my v. 

happiness, i now feel, that never can I willingly ac« 
cept any other than — than" (her voice faltering) " him 
who perhaps is now no more !" and she covered her 
face in an agony of tetirs. 

" My dear love !"^ said Lady Jermyn, twinkling hep ^ 
eyes to check the drops that were rising in them — for "* 
she was moved by the sight 6f her daughter's distress, 
and felt, besides, some compunctious visitings, mixed 
with sorrow for Henry's danger, which made the ten-> 
derness of her woman'^s nature triumph for a while 
over her worldly feelings. " My dear love, you must 
not harass yourself in this way. You will be quite ilL 
You must not think so gloomily of it«£ They exagge- 
rate things in newspapers. There is really no believing 
thenv. We must not make the- worst of it. 1 dare 
say he is not so very ill. But we shall know soon. 
Mjr. Courtenay (you will be surprised to hear it) is gping^ 
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to leave us immediateljr-^-going ap te«tairn40 8ee Lor^^ 
Malton. He sets off to-dar.^^ 

Caroline's pallid agitated countenance beamed with 
a passing dow of satisfaction. *^ It is kindly done,'' 
said she ;^he deserves my gratitude for this, as naueii 
as if he had saved my life a^inJ^' 

<^ YeS|" said Lady Jermyn, ^* it is very kind indeed; 
and' a great act of self-denial, for I am confident that 
he fs very sorry to leave you.^ 

<' 1 cannot doubt it»'' said Caroline, ^ unless I could 
suppose him to have endeavoured to deceive me with 
a fi&lse show of attachment ; — and of that I entirely ac- 
<|iiit him. I trust that he has already seen the truth, 
and attributed my affliction to it$( real cause. His pre- 
sent step denotes that it is so. He declares at once by 
this generous act, that he withdraws his pretensions, 
and leaves me free and unsolicited.'^ 

'M am not quite sure of that,'^ said Lady Jermyn, 
who was not yet willing to rerign Courtenay, while a 
prospect of a renewal of Lord Malton's addresses con- 
tinued so uncertain. "I am not, quite sure of that* 
Vou know, his main object in leaving us is to see his 
friend. He said he was under great obligations to him ; 
and that he was probably alone, and in extreme danger, 
and that be ought to go to him. He put it entirely 
upon that. I am not certain that be has any suspicion 
01 the circumstance to which you were alluding, or has 
any other motive in going, than anxiety on Lord Mal-- 
ton'^ account.'' 

While saying this. Lady Jermyn looked inquiringly 
in her daughter's face. Caroline was silent, and re- 
mained for some minutes immersed in thought. At 
length, speaking in an earnest tone, with evident effort* 
" I have a request to make," said. she : '' I wish, before 
Mr. Courtenay goes, to speak with him alone. Pray^ 
do not oppose this wish. It nearly concerns my hap- 
piness ;" and she looked at her moHier with it suppli** 
eating %|r as she spoke. 

Lady Jermyn returned no^ immediate answer^ and 
nut on a face of. doubt, .whichat firstbodedno aucceds^ 



fo tUe requeBb Sbe was hdanciDg tbeprot and' cons, 
and reilecti^ on tbe probable results of saoh an in* 
tenrtew* Courteoajr- and Lord Malton were both of 
them'good oBatches; and she little eared which ihe bad 
for a son-in»]aw. But she had great dread ot losing 
both ; and sbe was fearful lest her daughter should in« 
nocently dismiss the one before sbe had secured tbe 
other* However^-upon consideration^she was inclined 
to think that no positive evil could arise from the pro- 
posed interview. Caroline might be won by the per- 
sua^ve eloquence of Courtenaj's manner* Then, 
leave-taking is a tender occasion, and if lovers ever 
have soft things to say, they generally contrive to say 
them then. 

Besides^ if Caroline should be explicit, might not 
€ourtenay possibly become an intercessor between her 
and. Henry ? Might not some auspicious eclaircissenitnt 
arise, whiGb,iwhile it extinguished Courtenay's hopes>^ 
and deprived Caroline of the reversionary Barony of 
Essendon^ might tend to fix upon her brow the more 
exalted coronet of tbe Yiscountcy of Malton ? 

It was enough. There were fair prospects on eithqr 
side, and no* valid objection to granting the request. 
Sbe therefore turned to her expecting daughter, and 
informed her, with a kind smile,, that she complied 
with her desire* 

Caroline then repaired, for this agitating meeting,- 
to her mother's morning sitting room, where she was 
secure against the intrusion of any of their visiters.- 
There she sat in terrible suspense, waiting for the ex- 
pected coming of Courtenay, and trying to summon 
that composure which seemed fast waning by delay. 
Footsteps in the passage without, and a low tap at the 
door, soon announced his presence.^ Tbe door was^ 
opened, and he entered.- 

His countenance was very grave, and his eye timid- 
ly raised io regafi her, and quickly dropped as he ap- 
proached. Courtenay spoke first., fie began in a low 
tone,.by inquiring. after her healtb,^ndvhoping that she 
ha4recov^redsfrom the effects of tbe late shocks- He 
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then z\\trik4 to his sudden departure, and regretted 
that bis visit should be curtailed by so melancholy an 
event. 

" ^^ U has, indeed, been a great shock to us all,'^ said 
he. , ^' Every one who knows Granby so well as we 
do, must be greatly afBicted at the intelligence of* his 
danger. To you, Miss Jermyn, who are m some de- 
gree related, who have known him from childhood, and 
^ have a mind that can appreciate his good qualities, the 
blow must be indeed severe.'^ 

He stopped, awaiting her reply ; but Caroline spoke 
not. She made an effort,' a teeble ineffectual efibrt, 
and half articulated one imperfect word. Bu^ her 
voice faltered — she felt that tears were rising to choke 
her utterance — anil resting her head upon her hand, 
she leaned in silence on the mantle piece. 

Courtenay observed the fruitless struggle, and seem- 
ed, in his turn, to be labouring under some thought, too 
agitating for utterance. He hesitated — appeared about 
to speak — then stopped — ^^then with a visible effort, 
drawing near her, he said, in a low tone, '^ Miss Jer^ 
myn, 1 need scarcely telt jou of the presumptuous 
hopes I entertained*; you must have been conscious 
of them, though they have never been explicitly de- 
clared. I now offer to resign them, and will try, 
henceforth, to be to you as the stranger whom you saw 
but yesterday. I cannot easily misconstrue the cause 
of your grief for the danger of Lord Malton. Forgive 
me if (do — but I cannot think that it is mere friend- 
ship. It is a. feeling which forbids you to accept the 
hand of any other.'* 

He stopped, and Caroline turned to address him; 
She felt more confidence. The subject she so much 
dreaded to approach had been introduced by him. 
" You have understood my feelings rightly," said she, 
^^and I thank you for the candid manner in which you 
have alluded to them. It has been a great relief to 
^e, — it was for this i wished to speak with you ; yet, 
when I came to the point, I knew not how; but you 
have paved the way for explanation, and I thank you 



for it. I would not have you go away in ignpraoce of 
my sentiments. They have been too long concealed 
already^ and I wished to tell them to you myself, liow- 
ever great tbe efforti however painful and repugnant. 
I have been sensible of your intentions — ^y.ou alnftost 
told them yesterday ; but I have seen them long be- * 
fore, and perhaps 1 ought to have checked them sopn* 
er. ] fear you may justly tax me with having treated 
you disingenuously. 

" No,^^ said Courtenay, with great earnestness,^ ^ be 
assured I never shall. 1 acquit you entirely. If there 
is any faulty it is mine.^' 

*'No — no,^^ said Caroline, ^' do not accuse your- 
self. 1 ought, perhaps, to have acted differently ; and 
yet I scarcely coukL Gratitude^ Mr. Courtenay, has- 
lately withheld me from uttering any thing that could 
give you pain, and besides I knew not bow iK> tell you* 
I could not assume the fact of your intentions till ytm 
yourself had declared them; but yet I fully intended 
to have done so ; — however violent and strange the 
measure^ I was prepared to take it. This was two 
months ago, when you were here before. But then 
came the sudden news of Ms accesaion to rank and 
fortune, and then I could not act as I had proposed. 
Had be beef) poor and humble, I could have owned 
all. But that time was past^ and 1 never could have 
uttered it, and should not now, bad it not been wrung 
from me by 'circumstances — oh !-<--wfaat circumstances 
—how terrible ! how unexpected !" and she covert 
her face with her hands. 

Courtenay regarded her with strong anxiety and in- 
terest. He scarce knew how to address her. He 
could urge no topic of consolation; for he knew "no 
more than she could koow ; and had he ventured to 
whisper sanguine expectations, they would have been 
contradicted bv the very fact of his wdden- departurie 
— a fact which sliftwed that however favourably he 
might speak on Ihe subject, be bad no slight fieaes foe 
Henry^s safety. Yel^ he could aot resist breathing a 
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hope, ^^ I trust,'' said he, '^ that be may recover ; I 
shall be anxioas to see him.'' 

^^ You are very kind," said she ; ^^ he is happy in 
having such a friend. You trj to speak cheeriogly, 
and I know you do it with benevolent intentions; but 
I do not think you feel the hope which you express.'' 

Courtenay mad(i no answer, for her remark was too 
true to be cqntradicted. ^' T must take my leave," 
said he at length ; and then, in a more timid tone, as 
if fearful lest the question might either agitate or of- 
fend — ^' Is there any message, however simple ? any 
expression ? any communication of which I can be the 
vehicle ? I would execute it with pleasure." 

** None," said she, " norie — no direct message. That 
must not be. He would not expect it. He might /lot 
wish it. If he should mention me, you may tell him 
that I am not changed. 1 am what I was a year ago, 
when he was last under this roof. But he^ will not 
question you about me. He will be too ill. He may 
not be sensible— but if he should, you mray say to him 
from me*^no, no— 1 cannot—^I cannot"-— (her voice 
faltering) ^^ I can frame no message, but you know my 
sentiments, and will use that knowledge kindly and dis- 
creetly.'^ 

She stopped, and Cotirtenay with a low " farewell!" 
was now moving towards the door. His hand was x)R 
the lock, when she turned towards him, and said firm- 
ly, ^'.Stay, Mr. Courtenay ; you shall aot go without 
receiving my last thanks. aYou deserve my gratitude, 
not only for the great exertions to which I owe mj 
life, but for the generosity and delicacy of your present 
conduct. My esteem and regard are justly your^s^ 
more I cannot give." 

So saying, she stepped forward, and extended her 
hand towards hfm. Courtenay's first impulse was to 
raise it to his lips ; but the actiofi seemed too much 
that of a lover — a character wbfA he must now re- 
sign ; and therefore checking himself, he pressed it 
fervently and respectfully, and without hazarding ano- 
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Iher glance at its owner, turned from her, and left the 
room. 

In another hohr he was borne rapidly from the scenes 
in which he had p.assed so many hours of dangeroas 
happiness; leaving ^he party at Brackingsley in anxious 
expectation of the result of his friendly pilgrimage. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Say, and oiuay, feign, flatter and abjure.— Milton. 

We must now return to Henry Granby, — ^whom, as 
hels by this time firmly established in his new posses- 
sions, we must accustom ourselves to call by the ap- 
pellation of Lord Malton. 

It was about the end of October, when business, 
which had lately poured in fast upon him, produced 
the necessity of a journey to town. In his way thither, 
he had to pass* the seat of the Earl of Allerdale, an 
old friend of his father, — who found former afiection 
strongly revived on hearing of the recent change in 
the fortunes of the son ; and who testified his returning 
friendship, in pressing entreaties that he would favour 
him with a visit. Accordingly, as Lord Allerdale's 
place lay in his route, he stopped there in bis way to 
town. 

It was his first entrance into society since his acces- 
sion to the title, and he felt surprised, and somewhat 
embarrassed, at the empressement with which he was 
received. He found that he did not know his pmce 
half so well as those abouUhim — felt oppressed at the 
unusual circumstance of being the first person in com- 
pany — and betrayed some symptoms of hesitation in 
taking precedencfMf an elderly baron, who, with the 
punctilious breeding of the old school, would rather 
nave died upon the spot, that! gone out of the room 
before him. 
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Among (he visiters att Lord AITerdale^s, was owe old 
tcquaintance Mr. Trebeck. The nature of his last 
interview with this personage had left an unpleasant 
impression upon our heroes mind, which all th^ ingra- 
tiating friendliness and vivacity of Trebeck's present 
address, could not entirely remove* 

Trebeck saw the coldness with which his advances 
were received, and quickly understood its cause. But 
be stood too firm in conscious elevation, to be piqued 
by what he considered the ignorant neglect of so young 
a candidate for fashionable uime. He was even amused 
by the novelty of a slight. He thought it was really too 
ridiculous, that any one, comparatively so little known, 
should presun)e to treat him with coolness ; and far from 
feeling offended, was charitably disposed to soothe tbe 
ire of the young peer, and bring him by gentle meand to 
a proper sense of the high claims of his companion. He 
also meant to exhibit him in the ranks of his -disciples. 

The case of the Malton succession had excited much 
attention, and the eyes of the fashionable world were 
turned with no slight interest upon Henry. This was a 
circumstance in his favour, of which nobody could be 
more sensible than Trebeck ; and he thought it would 
do him no discredit to secure an e/eoe who so well de- 
served to be taken up* Besides, he had lately made in- 
quiries respecting the nature of the Tedsworth proper- 
ty, and found that, in addition to an extensive rent-roil, 
it possessed the^advantages of a good bouse, and the best 
pheasant covers in the country. It was therefore a 
place where, should he be so inclined, he might contrive, 
very passably, to spend a week or two in the winter. 
His course was consequently taken, and Lord Mallon 
waf'to be won. 

It was not easy to withstipd tbe ingenious cajoleries, 
which, when he Chose to be agreeable, Trebeck could 
so artfully employ. He directed a^ood deal of bis con- 
versation to Henry, and paid a J0lifc attention to ail 
that he said. Then, Trebeck was such an agreeable 
listener — laughed so precisely in the right placc^-4ind 
even threw, by hid own quick comprehension, a stronger 



6EANBT. 181 

light Upon the concealed humour of hid companion's re- 
marks. 

Dexteroasly penetrating, at the same time, into the 
character and feelings of the young Lord, and nfilling 
to flatter him, by showing that he was not courtin^mere 
rank, he would sometimes, with the most natural air of 
inadvertence, call him by his surname, and afiect to for- 
get that he had arrived at the dignity of a peerage. 

By these ingenious artifices, however, Trebeck only 
80 far gained upon his young acquaintance, as to impress 
him with a stronger sense of his companionable quali- 
ties ; but by no means to secure in Lord Malton^s mind, 
the smallest additional portion of confidence or esteem. 

But there were other objects which also engaged 
some share of Lard:Malton's attention ; these were three 
young ladies, the daughters of Lord Allerdale, to whom, 
as in civiHty bound, he directed much of bis conver- 
sation. 

Lord Allerdale had four daughters, co-heiresses, the 
eldest of whom was married, and the other three, young 
and blooming, were bursting forth in all the pride of 
beauty and fashion, before the eyes of the aximiring 
world. They were all pretty and pleasing, and had live- 
ly powers of conversation. With one of these. Lady 
Emily Manvers, Lord Malton was more particularly 
pleased; he did not at first know why, till he disco- 
vered that ^e bore in her countenance and expression 
a considerable resemblance to Caroline Jermyn. This 
discovery did not abate the pleasure he took in talking 
to her ; and though he could not help feeling that she 
presented but a weak transcript of Ihe charming original, 
yet he often thought within himself, that were there no 
Caroline Jermyn m the world, or were she irrevd||ikb]y 
lost to him. Lady Emilyn^as the person to whom he 
could most easily attach himself. 

This young lady appeared to have lon^ known Lord 
Malton by reporl|P|Dd to be conversant with some parts 
of his^former proceeding?, to a d^ee for which he could 
not at first account. She seemed to know that he had 
been abroad, and wheire he had been ; and was very cu- 

vol.. II. 16 
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rious ID questioniiig him about his travels, and recurred 
agaih and again lo the subject. 

. At length the reason was explained. The name of 
Courtenay happened to be mentioned ; and her short 
slight start, quick turn of the head, and passing blush on 
hearing it, conveyed at once to Lord Malton^s compre* 
hension the source of ber intelligenee, and the object of 
her interest. 

After this discovery, be could not resist attempting 
to confirm it, by the experiment of mentioning her old 
companion, to whom, from uneasy feelings of his own, he 
bad hitherto abstained from alluding. The effect was 
obvious. She evinced a timid pleasure on hearing him 
spoken of— ^looking withal a little utveasy ; hastily with- 
drew her eyes from the quick intelligent glance ot one 
of her sisters ; and relapsed into comparative indiflfer- 
ence when Henry changed the subject. 

To this young lady Trebeck was more than usually 
lavish of attention, and exerted himself with great ap- 
parent success for her entertainment. He was constant- 
ly at her side, laughing and talking with much anima- 
tion ; and with this careless pleasantry there was min- 
gled, at times, an insinuating softness, as if he intended, 
ere long, to present himself in the quality of a suitor. 

Lord Malton also thought that Trebeck was uneasy 
at the attention which he paid her, and wished to draw 
him dff; but of this he judged rather from the probable 
inferences which such a supposition would surest, than 
from any evident indication in Trebeck^s manner : for 
that gentleman was too great a master in the delicate art 
of concealing his purposes, to render such an intention 
broa^v visible. 

inrach was his view be certainly adopted an adroit 
method of effecting it, in strjging what he suspected to 
be still a tender chord, and in leading Henry to the in- 
teresting recoUectipn of Miss Jermyn. He entered upon 
the subject of this lady with that inimMM>ly careless, pick- 
tooth manner, which he could assume to admiration, 
whenever he was talking of an interesting topic, about 
which he wished to* seem indifferent. He began witb 
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a little gentle quizzery of the ladies Manvers, (aobody 
was then immediately withiD hearing ;) and presently 
observed, after allowing them to be pretty, '^ I have been 
struck with a strong likeness between Lady Emily and 
a Miss Jermyn, a daughter of Sir Thomas Jermyn. I 
met her last winter at Lady Daventry's, apd have seen 
her once or twice in town. I believe you know Miss 
Jermyn ? Does the resemblance strike you ?" 

Lord Malton allowed that it did. 

" Only," pursued Trebeck, " I think Miss Jermyn has 
the advantage." 

Lord Malton agreed with him more fully than he 
chose to confess* 

*' I remember I was pleased with her^" said Trebeck. 
'^ I was in the same house for about a week. Lord 
Chesterton was there v and though not a very inflamma- 
ble person, I thought be was a good deal smitten ; more 
pleased with her than she with him." 

Henry felt no slight relief. He had been prepared 
for a repetition of the same odious tale that had been 
forced upon him in the cabriolet. " I thought," said 
he, wishing to satisfy iiis doubts still farther, ^' I thought 
she had encouraged him — ^trifled with him in some de- 
gree. If i remember rightly, you said so." 

" I ? Did I ?" said Trebeck, with an admirable air of 
innocent surprise. " Oh, ay, true-— I remember now, 
we had some talk once before on this very subject. Tri- 
fled ? No, I should not any she trifled with him— she did 
not like him certainly — 1 should rather say she laughed 
at him. I thought her a very pleasing girl, lively and 
sensible, and natural, and unafiected, and seemed to 
have no nonsense about her, and not to be throwing out 
those lures for admiration that some girls do." 

^' 1 am glad to hear you say this," said Henry, his 
countenance brightening as he spoke. ^ You give me 
now a much more favourable impression of her, than you 
did when you mMtioned her before." 

" Do I ?" said Trebeck, caretesslv, " I'm glad to4iear 
it, I am sure-^I always speak well of the se^ when I 
can." 
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" Yes,'^ said Henry, " you now speak of her very diA 
ferently. Indeed I am not surprised at youir change of 
opinion. She is one who must gain upon acquaintance.^^ 

"Very likely," said Trebeck,"but that is not the 
case in the present instance, for i don't think I have seen 
her since I met you in town. No, faith ! I believe if 
any thing has wrought a change in my mind, it is my 
knowledge of the state of her expectations. I have a 
prejudice, perhaps an absurd one, against your over- 
whelming women of fortune. They carry too much 
ballast to float in the stream of my*good graces. I have 
liked this Miss Jermyn a great deal better since I have 
known that she is not an heiress.^' 

^' Not an heiress !" exclaimed Lord Malton. . 

" No morethan 1 am,^ replied Trebeck. « She will 
not inherit a foot of Brackingsley. Did not you know 
that? I thought you might. However, I believe not 
many persons do know it. I will tell you how I hap* 
pened to find it out myself.'^ 

He then briefly described the circumstance which led 
to this discovery. Trebeck had been passing a short 
time in the summer at the seat of one of those select 
friends whom he sooietimes honoured by making their 
house his own. It so happened that the party there as- 
sembled, were neither sufficiently retined to satisfy his 
fastidious taste, nor did jhey display any peculiarities 
which could cofltribute to his amusement. He there- 
fore l^ted them with supreme neglect; he condescend- 
ed for a short time each day to show how aereeable be 
could be, if he did but think it worth his while ; and for 
the most part abstracted himself as. much as possible 
from all communication with the rest of the visiters..i. 

Pactiy with this view, partly through a whimsical love 
of novelty, he took it into his head to profess a great 
fondness for fly-fishing — a diversion which he had hard- 
ly ever practised in his life before ; and rod in band he 
spent several mornings in solitary ran^i^s along a trout 
stresm. 

While thus engaped he met with a person similarly 
occupied) in whom his observant eye instantly detected 
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the humbiirist This Was an elderly man, of quaint ad- 
dress, and sti^Iar exterior, yet in wbomj with all his 
outirard oddity, there was something that denoted the 
gentleman. . He was habited in a dress admirably cal- 
culated for the pursuit in which he was engaged ; full of 
little contrivances for facilitating his sport, but totally 
unlike any other that had ever been seen, and of which 
the only prototype must have existed in the imagination 
of its owner* 

Trebeck, who deHghted in odd people, and who was 
very familiar and conversibie with those with whom he 
had no prospect of ever clashing in society, entered into 
conversation wilh the stranger, and with his usual ad«* 
dress soon contrived to draw him out, and to conciliate 
his goood opinion* 

On his return from his morning's sport, he mention- 
ed to his host, (the Earl of Ambleside) the " character^' 
with whom he had met, and was told that it was a Mr. 
Nowell, a recluse who lived near, and whose chief 
amusement was fishing; that he was a man of good fa- 
mily, and modera^te independent fortune ; that it was be- 
lieved he was related to the Jermyns; but that very lit- 
tle Was known concerning him, since for many years no 
visiter had been permitted to cross his threshold. 

This information was not lost upon Trebeck. It in- 
stantly struck him that this person might be able to fur- 
nish him with some inforniation respecting the disposi- 
tion of the Brackingsley property. He therefore laid a* 
bet that he would induce Mr. Nowell to depart from his 
rule, and would gain admission within his doors ; and 
with this ostensible purpose he sallied out in search of 
him. He metJiim again; talked i6 him upon the sub- 
ject of his family, — of the antiquit} of which he was not 
a little proud; and by dint of considerable a'droitness, 
obtained the important information that Sir Thomas Jer- 
myn having no male heirs,the Brackingsley property must, 
in the event of th# Baronet's death, devolve upon 1^. 

Nor did Trebeck's success end here ; for with such 
ingenuity did he humour the peculiarities of his com- 

16* 
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paniooy that he was invited to accompany him <m hb 
walk homeward, and actually entered the house of the 
recluse. Mr. No well even went so far as to inform 
Trebeck that it was his intention to leare the Brack- 
ingsley estate, on his death, to Caroline ; and showed 
him a miniature of her, (whom he had never seen) with 
her hair at the back, which Sir Thomas and Lady Jer- 
myn had sent to him in their dau^ter^ name, with her 
" best love.*' 

Mr. Nowell had never acknowledged the recdpt of 
the picture ; but it is not improbabte that the charaN 
ing countenance which it displayed was nevertheless 
highly instrumenfal in effecting this &vourable disposi- 
tion. Trebeck spoke to him of Caroline, assured him 
that the beauty of the original much exceeded that of 
the picturOi and added numerous encomiums, with more 
than usual sincerity. His praises too, (which was eqaal» 
ly unusual,) were m this instance perfectly disinterested; 
forjudging that Mr. Nowell, from his hale appearance ^ 
and regular habits, was likely to live full thirty years, 
he had now resimed all intention of endeavouring to 
igm the hand of Caroline. 

This information made a great impression on Henry ; 
and the result was rather a plea^rable than a painml 
&elii>gi| It is pointedly observed, and perhaps truly, 
hy the acute, but cynical and heartless Rochefoucault, 
that tb^re is something in the misfortunes of our best 
•friends which is not entirely displeasing to us. The 
truth of this axiom was now exemplified in Lord Maltoo, 
though not, perhaps, from any of the causes which its 
ingenious author had in view. If be was pleased on 
hearing that Caroline was not the heiress that he had 
hitherto supposed, it was because it seemed to remove 
a circumstance which had formerly checked the ardour 
of his hopes, and had presented her to his eyes as a 
prize which be sometimes doubted whether, poor as he 
then was, he ought so eagerly to attempt to gain. Se- 
cure in the purity of his own love, he sometimes 
thought^ with a momentary recoil} of the mercenary 
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feelii^a by which the ungeneroaB world niight thinly him 
actuated. 

^ Changed as his present circumstances were, he should 
still have felt a difficulty in attempting a renewal of hift 
former acquaintaocei but for the discoTery^wbich be had 
just made. Fortune was now to him no object ; and 
sbottld any thinp intervene of a favourable nature, which 
might enable him to repeat his addresses, he should feel 
a genuine satisfaction in evincing to Sir Thomas and 
Lady Jermyn, that the love which they were once in- 
clined to treat with such suspicion and contempt, was 
stiil the same— pure.and unsullied by any sentiment of 
a mercenary nature. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

No port u firee, no place 
That guard and most onumal yigilance 
Does not attend my taking. ^ King Leas* 

Henry did not stay long at Lord Allerdale^s. He 
left it on the day subsequent to tbe conversation just 
reported, and proceeded on his road to town, which he 
entered on tbe first of November. 

Who that has visited London in November would 
ever wish to visit it in that month again ? — that month 
of suicidal fame, in which, however, we English neither 
hang nor drown oXirselves one whit more than in any 
other. That raw, cold month, even in tbe country, in 
spite of the pleasures which it offers to the sportsman, 
conciliates but little of our good opinion. But in Lon-. 
don — half-denuded, smokey London — dense m smoke 
and thin in population — ^with an atmosphere Ihat you 
may handle, and scarcely a pair of fashionable lungs to 
grasp' it down-^With its ever-sloppy streets, ana its 
drawled, dingy foot-passengers, who tramp along so 
pinched and woebegone*— in London, November is exe^ 
crablet 



168 titANBT. 

To Lord Malton, ashe ^rove into it, Lionclon scarce' 
ly looked like itself. Oxford-street — gigantic Oxford* 
street — the main artery in this mighty systeov of hainan 
circulation —looked low and insignificant ; and as for its 
length, you knew nothing about it, for the ^^Tanisbii^ 
point^^ was at three hundred yards, and all beyond was 
thickly shrouded in an im][>erviou8 veil of duci-colonred 
haze. 

Bond-street^ the gay, the noisy, the frequented — 
the thoroughfare at each end of which should be written 
up " no thoroughfare^^ at certain fashionable hours — 
Bond*street ikow looked like ^hat it is — like what We 
should think it, were we not blinded by name and fash- 
ion— an ugly, Harrow, crooked street, without half the 
real pretenstons of many others of minor note* How 
are the mighty fallen ! Bond-street, where be yoitir 
throngs now ! — your stanhopes, your c^^bs, aod your 
coronetted coaches, that were wont to set the pavement 
in a roar? Not one to mark your own emptiness? 
Quite crest fallen. Where be your loungers ? (so call- 
ed, says an erudite Frenchman, from the ^' lounge'^ or 
"lunch^' whicn they eat at the pastrycooks.) Gone 
—-all gone ; far in some favoured wild, snapping; their 
percussion-locks at the terrified tenantry of the brake. 
And, in place of these ornamental, personages, swfnging 
their "fashionable length of limb'' in slow and solemn 
saunter, — grave, spare, professional men in black, with 
half gaiters and green umbrellas, patter alons; with a 
business-like air ; and a few " lean, unwashed artifi- 
cers" shufHe about with their hands in their pockets ; 
while perhaps, in tlie very centre of the flags, struts 
some aspiring errand-boy, that " in the merry month of 
May" would have scudded along the edge of the curb- 
stone. 

Lordlftlalton, on arriving at these sad scenes of past 
gayety, established himself in the Clarendon Hotel, and 
was soon too deeply engaged in the'business. which call- 
ed him up to town, to think much of its ineffable dul- 
ness. On the second day af^er his arrival, on returning 
from his solicitor's in Lincpln's*inn*fields, and in pass- 
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iog throudi some of the narrow streets in the neighbour- 
hood of Covent garden, his attention was excited by 
perceiving that he himself appeared to be an object of 
notice to a person who continued for some time to walk 
on the parallel side of the street, and shot inquiring 
glances at him from under a bushy pair of gray eye- 
brows* 

He seemed an elderly man, mther meanly dressed, 
who stooped slightly, as if from age. Once he crossed 
over, as if with the intention of accosting^ Lord Malton, 
but instead of that, he merely dropped behind, and 
Lord Malton thought that he had lost him, and began 
to smile at his own simplicity, in supposing that a per- 
son ^who happened to be going the same way, and had 
perhaps contracted a habit of staring, must necessarily 
be thinking of him. Happening, however, to turn round 
when he got into Coventry-street, he perceived that the 
man was still following him at no great distance. 

He naturally felt uneasy at being thus dodged by a 
person whom he had never seen ; but being still doubft- 
ful whether the pursuit wafl intentional or accidental, he 
deviated from his course, and struck up one of the snm^ll 
streets that lead towards Golden-square. After wind- 
ing awhile through these, he looked round, and seeing 
no more of his pursuer, he began to smile, and be half 
angry at his own fancies ; and emerging into Regent- 
street, he bent his way with alacrity and unconcern to- 
wards the Clarendon Hotel, — meditating sometimes, 
as he walked, upon the wayward tricks of the imagina- 
tion, and the nervous irritability which disposes us to 
clothe indifferent circumstance^ with important mean- 
ing. 

However, in the midst of these musings, on entering 
the hotel, and turning to look down Bond-street, at 
about the distance of a hundred yards he again saw the 
same ^ure, apparently directing its attention to him. 
He started at the sight, and cast an anxious glance at 
the person who had so strangely haunted him. That 
person seeing himself observed in turn, immediately 
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looked another wgy^aod crossing over toClifibrd-fltre«t, 
disappeared from HeDrj^'s view. 

This last circumstance confirmed Lord Malton'^ pre- 
Tious suspicions, and be re-entered his apartment with 
DO slight curiosity, and withal some pprtion of uneasi- 
ness. He could not dismiss the subject from his mind. 
The image of the keen^looking old man in the shabby 
dresSy with the bushy gray eye-brows, bauntedhis imagi- 
nation as pertinaciously as the original had his person. 
He followed him even in his dreams ; and -throughout 
the livelong night the grim, gray man was still walking 
after him. 

He arose next morning with a less feverish q>pre« 
tension of the mysterious follower ; but still racking 
hia brain to think where be could have seen such a 
person, where he could have been seen by him, and 
what was the probable nature of his errand. Perhaps 
after all it was a mistake on the part of the stranger, 
and he bad confounded his identity with that of some 
4>ther person ; or was doubtful, and had followed him 
in the hope of having the uncertainty removed; and 
perhaps on seeing his place of residence, those doubts 
bad been dispelled. 

With this view of the subject he satisfied his mind, 
and once more reoaired, according to appointment, to 
his lawyers chambers at Lincoln's Inn. No gray man 
crossed his path in his way thither; and having conclu- 
ded his business, he returned, viewing as a dream the 
^events of yesterday, — and wondering that so slight a 
' thing should so much have affected him. He could 
not, however, forbear casting an anxious glance as be 
turned the corners of the streets in which he had seen 
his ^rsuer yesterday. 

He got into Long-acre, stopped at his coachmakePs 
to give an order, and then proceeded on his route, and 
was still hesitating between brown and yellow pannel^ 
when on crossing St. I^fartin's Lane^ the identical per- 
son who had so haunted him the day before again met 
his astonished eyes. The stranger seemed to give him 
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ft keep look of recognition, and pressed closely after 
him as he walked on. 

Lord Malton felt both curious and uneasy, and in- 
stinetvrelj quickened his pace, even while he was de- 
bating whether he should stop and accost the man, and 
learn his business at once. He now got into Lisle- 
street; and the sti'anger was at this time walking 
almost abreast of ^him on the opposite flags. There 
seemed to be nobody else in the street at that time ; of 
which the stranger was probably aware ; for all at once, 
after looking back as if to see whether any one was 
near, he crossed over, oame up to Lord M alton,' and 
laid his hand upon his arm. 

Lord Malton drew back, and showed by his manner 
that he was prepared to resist any act of personal yio* 
lence. - 

*<Do you expect violence from an old man?** said 
the stranger, in a hoarse, cracked voice. . 

<< What is your business?'' said Lord Malton, sternly. 

" You shall know that presently,^ said the other. 

** This is some mistake," said Lord Malton, looking 
earnestly at the man. . ** You take me for another 
person — I am ^" 

" I know very well who you are,** interrupted the 
other — " Henry Granby, Viscount Malton.'* 

**You do know me, it seems," said^Lord Malton, 
with surprise, ** but I cannot conceive by what means 
—I never spoke to you in my life before." 

"Would your Lordship swear that?" said the 
other. 

" I would," replied Lord Malton, eyeing his querist 
as bespoke. 

"Indeed!" replied the other, in a sarcastic tone: 
" Look at me well, my Lord." 

" I have not the slighest knowledge of you," said 
Lord Malton, " I never saw you in my life till yester- 
day." 

" Enough," said the other, in a different tone, " the 
disguise, I see, is quite complefe.^' 
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Lord Malton started at the well known voice; 
<Good God!* said he, « is it Tyrrel ?" 
. <' Hash !** said his companion. " Yes, it is Tyrrel." 

The disg^uise was, indeed, complete; for in addition 
to the large graj eye-brows, and the silvery locks that 
peeped^from under his old mis-shapen, greasy hat, .he 
had drawn in his mouth, and puckered his Uice into 
wrinkles. He had also given himself an elderly com- 
plexion ; and this, toj^ether with his stoop, and the old 
fashioned cut of his shabby coat, gave him completely 
the appearance of a man on the verge of seventy. 

<< Well,'' said he, in his former tone of gayety, which 
assorted strangely with his present^appearance-r 
*^ Well — what do you think of me ? Egad, there is not 
a harridan in town that can make herself youi^, so 
well as I can ape the elder. I flatter myself, too, that 
I have caught the stooping shambler's carriage to per- 
fection. And as for voices, 1 have as many at com- 
mand as Mathews. You knew that I wav no bad 
mimic." 

<<6ut, why do you do this?** said Lord Malton, in a 
tone of wonder ; " and where do you reside ? I thought 
you had been abroad." 

<< I will tell you all ; but not in the street. I dare not 
even be seen talking to you. Follow me, if you would 
hear more, and keep about twenty yards behind me, 
that we may not appear to belong to each. other f and 
so saying, he walked on, maintaining the same stoop- 
ing elderly carriage ; and Lord Malton followed him at 
the cautious distance which he prescribed. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

Remfne is as the liearkin which it grows; 
I/that be gentle, it drops bakny dews 
Of true repentanoe ; but if proud and gloomy, 
It is a poison tree that pierced to the inmost 
Weeps only tears of poison. 

R«M0R8E. 

Tr&RBL led the way through seyeral close alleys, till 
he arrived al Windmill-street, a long and narrow street 
that rona from Broad-street to. the top of the Hay- 
market* Here he suddenly stopped, and making a 
sign to Lord Malton to observe him, entered the door 
of a house, which, like all others in that quarter, was 
tall, narrow, and dingy. 

Lord Malton lost no time in following him, and looking 
at the number that he might know the house again, he 
entered, and found himself with Tyrrel in a narrow 
gloomy passage, which when the door was shut, barely 
afforded them light sufficient to grope their way up the 
steep stairs that lay in front. ^ 

They scrambled up two flights, when Tyrrel threw 
open a door, and they entered his apartment. '^ Here 
is my, den," said he, as he looked round the room with 
an air half gay, half melancholy. 

Its appearance w^, indeed, most calculated to in- 
spire the latter feeliiig. It was small, dark, and com- 
fortless ; the windows looked as if they were never 
cleaned, and as seldom opened; and the paint of the 
wood work, which had once been white, was now re- 
duced to harmony with the brown pattern of the pa- 
pered wall. A small dark mahogany table, three ric- 
ketty chairs, and a little high-backed, low-sided sofa, 
composed the whole furniture of this desolate apart* 
meat* In the small grate, under a thick cake of coal, a 
slightgleamof fire was slumbering, whichTyrrel roused 
into a feeble blaze, by the aid of a rusty poker. The 
only attempt at ornament which the room presented 
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was about a square foot of glass, freckled with imper- 
fect silvering, and cracked diagonally through the mid- . 
die, which stood in an old gilt frame over the disco- 
loured chimney-piece. 

Lord Malton surveyed the scene with sorrow and 
dismay. Tyjrrel read his thoughts in bis countenance, 
and seemed to pailicipate in them. «' Yes,'* said he, 
," tbis is my splendour — here I live, and there, in the 
sty within, 1 sleep. It is bad enough, but I am satis- 
fied. We gentry accustom ourselves to many fancieii 
indiftpensaUes, that we can do very well witbout.** 

<<Bttt how came you into this situation?'' said Lord 
Malton ; ** 1 tbought you meant to have gone abroad." 
« I did,'' said Tyrrel, " and heartily wish I was 
there now. But 1 coold not go— 1 dared not. You 
know one cannot get over without a passport ; and 
I found it was no easy matter to obtain that without 
detection. Those cursed scoundrels that want to 
catch me, had got word of my intentions, or else sus- 
pected that I should take the step, and lay ready to en- 
trap me at the French Ambassador's office. 1 went 
ther^ one day, and there I found that sneaking swmdiing 
dog, Labrosse. He d|d not know me at the first glance, 
and I did not give bim time for more ; and then, this 
disguise, though it serves very well for walking the 
streets, would not bear the scrutiny that I should be 
exposed to there. No — I found the plan was hopeless ; 
so here I am, confined in London — the best place in 
the world for lying incog. : though I am as it were in 
the enemy's camp. But 1 like it all the better for that. 
I have a genuine satisiiiction' in cbeating^.the infernal 
scoundrels^ 1 pass the thieves at every 4sorner, and 
laugh in my sleeve at their blank faces, and fancy I 
hear them crSoaking oiit their sorry curses upon me, 
. for having levanted so cleverly ." 

<« Do you then venture," said Henry, ** to go where 
tyou are likely to meet with your pursuers ? Is not this 
an imprudent exposure of yourself ?" 

« There is little risk," said Tyrrel. « You can bear 
witness of the excellence of my disguise. And if they 
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come to speak to me, I can puzzle them more than ever. 
My old -cracked voice would throw them off the scent 
completely: Yes, I sometimes walk amongst them, 
and take a peep behind the scenes, and see how the 
pigeon trade thrives. I marched the other day into the 
billiard ^jjlfi^^ in ■ street. Therewas an old ae« 

qaaintai^^^ playing his worst to encourage a young* 
ster — shamming nervous. Oh, I long to blow a few of 
them I^^But it is a sorry lubject for me to talk upon, — 
me that — oh ! it drives me mad. Fool, fool !" he ex- 
claimed, striking his forehead — ^^to have wrecked my- 
self, to have sunk to this vile state, through worse than 
foHy— through wickedness.'' 

Here his voice seemed choked with emotion, and 
his countenance was frightfully agitated. He hid his 
iace for a few setonds ; then raising it and speaking in 
a calmer tone, ** Granby," said he, '* shun gambling 
as you would the plague. I have a right to wahi you. 
No one better knows its pains and pleasures than my* 
self. I have tried them thoroughly ; I have drunk the 
cup from the sparkling froth to the bitter dregs. 
People tell you that it fascinates. Ay, and so' does the 
rattlesnake. The poor bird, that is drawn within 
reach of the creature's jaws, is an apt type of the grow-* 
ing gambler r and the vice is scarce less deadly than the 
reptile. I know its pleasufes well. I waaa cool, 
calm, steady player — one who entered into i^ sober 
delights ; yet I have sat whole anxious hours, even 
when a run of luck was in my favour, with a burning 
brain, parched and fevered, waiting in terrible agita- 
tion for tiie change of fortune that must soon come, 
and sweep my iil-gotten winings from me ; yes, and 
envying the loser, Ihe very loser, for having better 
things in prospect. This was my triumph I these 
were the glories oi success I I have given you now the 
bright side of the picture. Judge from that of the re* 
verse. May you never know the horrid agonies of 
the losing gamester. I have tried that too ; and to my 
cost, or I should not now be skulking here. Oh I that 
sinking of the soulf-that str||ggle of the apirits-^9t?ir« 
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iog^ striving in vain, to bear up maBfttlly. And thco, 
the feeling that you must go on, andrapaurthe pasb 
and plunge deeper into the pit*; and the growiiq^ 
consciousneas that you must sink, sink for ever, or 
fight your way through by any means — no matter 
what, fair or foul! But I am wandering,. I sc<H|^ know 
where. Madman I' ' (he muttered) *^ to dwell^u that ! 
—oh, I could envy the damned !" 

He 'rose hastily, with a cou0tenance flushed and dis- 
torted with inward agony ; and pacing quickly across 
the room, threw up the sash, and looked out into die 
^reet. 

**The room grows hot," said he, in an altered tone, 
after a short silence — ^<I wanted air — I could hardly 
breathe /' — and after leaning out for a few seconds, he 
turned again from the window, with features more 
composed. He even strove to throw into them a tem- 
porary gleam of gayely. But the effect was appalling 
and discordant. His haggard smile was like the cre« 
vices in the blackening crest of the once glowing laya^ 
through which you view the fire beneath: it only show- 
•ed more plainfy the desolation of the inward spirit. 
But that smile could not last : it passed away, and was 
quickly succeeded by a more congenial air of gloom. 

**I said all this,^ exclaimed he, *<to warn you. I 
onee lal^pured to instH thttt hellish passion ; and it is fit 
that I should now undo the horrid work to which the 
devil prompted me. I uttered many an insidious thing 
in those days ; but happily the seed fell on ground that 
refused to nourish such pernicious weeds. But if not 
for your good, yet for mf6wn satisfaction, I now recall 
them all. I say again, shun gambling. The drunk- 
ard's vice is venial in comparison. Nay, better is it to 
indulge in the use of that pernicious dram to which I 
am' equally a slave.'' And he pointed to a bottle of 
laudanum that stood upon the chimney piece. ** I used 
to be admired for my coolness. They did not know 
that the calm was artificial — ^that it was produced by a 
remedy more fatal than the fever it tended , to aOay. 
Did you ever read < The Opium Eater ?' There you 
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may see M paihs and pleasures-— and a terrible picture 
it presents — -terrible and true. 1 have not reached nni^ 
thousand drops a day yet — no, nor nine hundred. 
Perhaps I never may. I shall not increase if I can help 
it, but I cannot diminish my allowance. It is my bane 
and antidote in one — perhaps more bane than antidote. 
But yet I cannot part with it. It is a convenient drug* 
It soothes one while one lives; and if one should grow 
weary of life, one may%]ip the tether through pure 
carelessness. It is but to forget to measure-— «nd 
then — a tremble of the band —or a casual tilt of the 
phial, and— eh?" staring him wildly in the face; 
I' Come, come— Pll say no more of that— I am grow-^ 
log too sportive in my talk/^ he added in an appalling 
tone of meiriment, in which despair and mirttt w^re 
frightfully blended. 

" Tyrrel !'^ said Lord Malton, shudderingas bespoke^ 
*^for heaven's sake do not tMk so rashly. 1 trust 
that no pressure of misfortune will ever tempt you to 
commit the horrid crime -of suicide.'' 

" 1 have,** siud Tyrrel, " been already induced, by 
slighter prpvocation, to do iqiany a worse thing ; and 
as for this, why do you speak of it as a horrid crime '? 
Come ! you forget that it was the Roman's virtue.^' ' 

" The Heathen^s virtue may be the Christian's vice,** 
replied Lord Malton. * 

" 1 will not contend that point with you," aiaid Tyr- 
rel, ^^ but 1 Cannnot hold it to be a crime. I like to view 
these subjects dispassionately and philosophically — pre^ 
judice apart ; to judge the question upon its own merits, 
and not to follow the mere ofrinion of the crowd, or the 
dogmas of a few old writers, who, in former days of ig- 
norance, lard down that such and such a deed was wrong ; 
and so, because they were fond of life themselves, put 
self-destFuctibn under a tabooj as the South»Sea Islanders 
term it. 1 question if it be a crime. You stare— but I 
did hot mean to shock you — I merely meant to state a 
proposition. I am of a speculative ttirn,** (with a moody 
smile at the double sense of the expression)) ^^ and like 
to reason upon things, and reduce them .to their first 
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principres* Where can be the crime, I atk, of daeo- 
g^;}n|jr oarselves from a state of being in which we aiie a 
burden to oufselvesy and can lio longer contribute to the 
pleasure or advantage of others f" 

<^ Before I distinctly answer that question,'' said Lord 
Malton, ^^ I ask in return, who shall know that he has ' 
no friends who wish him still to live — to whom his life 
is an advantage ? Is this a fact to be received upon con- 
jecture ? Is a step so dreadfully importaut, so irretriev<- 
able, to be taken uppn the wayward surmise of a disap* 
pointed man, who, angry with himself, wilfully thinks 
that there remains no person to whom he is not -as much 
a burden as he is to his miserable self? The sorrow 
even of one true friend is not to be treated lightly. 
But I am content to dismiss this part of the question ; 
to resign all the social duties by which we are so strongly 
bound, great and important as they are. I will suppose 
the suicide literally to have no friend ; to be rejected by 
all, and a burden to himself." 

" Well !" interrupted Tyrrel, eagerly, " and what re- 
mains for such a being, but to die ? Why should he hesi- 
tate to free himself, by one bold measure, from cares 
that nothing else can cure ?'^ 

^^ That qdestion," «aid Lord Malton, ^' might be more 
difficult to answer if life were merely given us for our 
enjoyment, — a bauble to gratify us for a time, and to be 
cast off wh^n it grows distasteful. But the most care* 
less eye can see that life is not a scene of pleasure, nov 
ever could be meant for such. What is it to many, from 
birth to death, but one continued burden; a burden 
which they are bound to IkfBar with fortitude ? We have 
much to suffer and to do ; and were we sent to these du- 
ties with permission to fly from them when they grow 
iricsome? Impossible. If pleasure be not the end of 
our being, the want of happiness cau never vitiate oar 
contract, or affoVd us a plea for eluding it. Our life 
was lent us to be well employed." 

** But if the means of employing it well are no longer 
in our power ?" said Tyrrel. 

^^ They always are," replied Lord Malton. ^^ If we 



do Dot see them, we are not to plead oar own blindneH : 
we ought to see tbem, and to use them. But granting 
that we have no means of doing a visible benefit to any 
one, shall we even then dare to say that the end of our 
being is frustrated ? There are other duties to perfornu 
We can still suffer. 1 do not advocate the superstitious 
voluntary self*inflictions of the ancient anchorets. They 
centered all in suffering. Thej^ indulged in it (if one may 
so speak) to the neglect of useful duties. But if they 
could court this expiation, shall we shrink from afflic* 
tion when it comes unsought ? ¥ou think it allowable 
to fly from the rubs of fortune : would you then also de- 
stroy yourself to escape the torment of an excruciating 
disease ?" 

" No,'' replied Tyrrel firmly. " I never flinched from 
bodily pain, and I never will. But I would sacrifice a 
limb to cure the evil. You say my life is only lent me 
to be well employed* No more than are my limbs ? 
jet I may part with all of them. And what says scrip- 
ture ? ^ If thine eye offend the, pluck it out and cast it 
from thee.' You see it even prescribes the sacrifice. — I 
know what you mean by that look. * The devil can quote 
scripture for his purpose.' " 

^' That was not my thought," said Lord Malton. <' I 
was only questioning bow far you would venture to pro- 
ceed with your quotation* 1 see you do notchoose to 
finish it." 

" Well — well," said Tyrrel impatiently, " If I do not, 
that is but little to the purpose. 1 say ag$iin, our limbs 
are lent us as our lives are ; and they are a part of the 
whole human machine, just as our lives, it may be pre- 
samed, are a part of our whole state of existence here 
and hereafter. You see the parallel holds exactly. 
Why, then, may we not dispose of our lives^ to escape 
from worldly misery, as we would of our limbs to save 
us from mortal diseases ?" 

'^ You are instituting a comparison," said Lord Mai- 
(on,^^ which is more specious than real. You cannot, 
in point of nature, comjpare a material substance with an 
immaterial soul ^ nor m point of importance^ can you 
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iclaas a sacrifice which operates no change in oui^ iden* 
itity, with the transition into another state of being. Oar 
limbs are not oQrselves. Thej are mere instruments that 
we employ* Maim me as yoa will, and 1 am still an ac* 
coantable human being, bom to the same ehd, destined 
to the same duties, and equally capable of all the nobler 
functions of humanity. We are not born for the mere 
exercise of our hands and feet; no, nor to use our eyes 
or ears. They are all either mischievous or warthiess 
without the moral impulse that directs thc^m. And these 
are the machines that you compare with life itself. Tur- 
ret; this is but sophistry/' 

*< We have no umpire to decide that point,'' said Tyr^- 
r^l ; *' but let it be so, if you will. I do not lay much 
stress uppii that argument. No — I ground my senti- 
ments upon broader principles ; upon the immutable 
laws of human nature ; and what law of our nature, I 
would ask, is more general, more imperative, than that 
which enjoins us to fly from pain, from misery, from 
evil of every description ? and are we not obeying this, 
in ridding ourselves of a miserable existence P 

<* To expose your argument,'' said Lord Malton, '< I 
need only extend it. Am we not obeying another law 
of our nature, in assailing the man that has injured us ? 
Why are we prone to anger. If we are forbidden to in- 
dulge it? Are vindictive feelings given us only to be 
stifled ? Upon these principles you may justify mur- 
der. We know that our nature is depraved ; and 
shall we then sufier it to be our guide ? The laws of 
our nature have been the cloak oi crime, from time im- 
memorial. £very thief can plead an impulse which tie 
could not resist.** 

** But you speak of crimes that are forbidden," said 
Tyrrel. " We know we must abstain from those.'' 

*<And is not suicide forbidden ? Do not you remem- 
ber those few plain words, * Thou sbalt not kill' " 

« They refer only to the destruction of others," said 
Tyrrel. 

<<They may extend to all,** replied Lord Maltoa; 
<« tfid it ia not for us to forge the exception." 
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<< Ib our 8dce|^tatioB of doubtful precepts," said Tyi^ 
rel> ** we muat be guided by the light of reason." 

*< The light of reason,'' said Lord Mnlton, ^* may be* 
appUed.with equal advantage to your law of human na« 
ture. Tou say we naturally fly from evils ; — tru6 ; but 
have we not a sense given us — the light of reason, if 
you will — to. institute a balance of evils ? And what 
comparison cau there be between the short-lived mise« 
ry which we may endure here, and that eternal futurity, 
of wo which we may incur, for aught we know, by 
the very act which transports us to another state. And 
even if the act itself, were not sinful, who shall presume 
at any moment to say that he is fit. to die ? Tyrrelt 
these things should weigh with you. Do you believe 
there is a hell ?" 

«< Do I ?" exclaimed he, his countenance changing as 
he spoke. *^ Do I not ? I have it here :'^ and he smote* 
hb breast with violence. 

Lord Malton was shocked at this terrible expression 
of a labouring conscience, and was silent for a while ; 
but Tyrrel soon regained his tranquillity, and drawing 
his hand across his brow, *< Tou have not c^n^inced me 
yet," said he ; ^^ I will not give up^he right of self-de« 
fltroction ; I stand up for the liberty of the species ; nor 
will I hastily brand an act which has been sanctified by. 
80 many heroic examples of ancient virtue; an act 
which mainly distinguishes us from the brute — for no> 
brute would voluntarily part with life ; an act by whiob 
we show our fortitude ; by which we soar superior to 
the mere instinctive dread of death ; by which we ex- 
hibit the proud triumph of mind over matter^ and dis- 
play first our strength of intellect in forming such a ter- 
rible election, and next» our unconquerable firmness in 
daring to carry it into execution.^ 

<< You lately contended," said Lord MaltoUi <* that it 
was proper to comply with the laws of our nature. You 
now talk of soaring superior to vulgar instinct. On 
which of these grounds do you defend suicide ? Is in^ 
stinct, or, in other words, the law of our nature, to be 
thwtfted, or obeyed ? Your two arguments neutralize 
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each other. One of them must fall. Let it be^he fbr-* 
mer, if you will. Well, then, you talk of a noble triumph 
over iostinctive fear, and commend suicide on the score 
of fortitude. Consider again, before you urge so weak 
an argument. Fortitude t Can the suicide lay claim to 
that ? What ! the man who dies because he has not the 
courage to live ! who wants firmness to endure the evils 
of life; and who, like a short-sighted coward, flies from 
the present miseries that he sees and feels, to others 
that he fancies less, because they are not obvious to his 
senses! In what estimation do we hold the soldier who 
deserts his corps because he dares not brave the hard- 
ships of the campaign ? E}ven such, and worse, is the 
suicide.'' 

<*Your parallel," said Tyrrel, ^* is not a just one. 
The deserter means to escape entirely from the power 
of his former masters ; but the suicide, who believes in 
a future state, knows* that though in another state of 
being, be shall still be equally undet the control of his 
Creator, and for aught he knows may still serve him 
as acceptably as before." 

<* Would a deserting soldier be eicused," replied 
Lord Malton, " because in quitting his proper duty he 
took refuge in a ship of war ? It is not for us to choose 
in what state of being we shall serve our Maker; nor 
can we presume to say that our services would be 
equally acceptable in another. We know enough of 
the object of our being to induce us to bear with resig- 
nation the. lot which Providence assigns: but did we 
know much less, our very ignorance, instead of nour- 
ishing ^uch presumption, should teach us humility and 
caution. Tyrret f* continued he, with great earnest- 
ness, *Met this consideration weigh with you. If my 
arguments have failed to convince, still do not suffer so 
vitol a question to pass unheeded from your mind, 
through the weakness of its advocate. If you have any 
doubts remaining, even they should plead against you, 
as strongly as the most powerful ailments that I could 
use. I solemnly entreat you, Tyrrel, let no pressure 
of Worldly misfortune debase you so fares to lead you 
to the commission of this dreadful act*'' 
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Tyrrel was silent for a while. At length, with a 
ilig^t, uneasy smile, he said, ** There is little to be fear« 
ed from one who can discuss the question calmly, as I 
do. Theory and practice do not often go hand in hand. 
But enough Of this gloomy subject. Let us talk about 
ourselves, or rather about you — ^for I myself am but a 
wbful topic. You are young — younger by ten years 
than I am ; and you will have rank and affluence. 
Xoivr prospect is a happy one; and you ought to be 
happy I and I dare say you are/' 

.'^Rank and wealth,'' said Lord Malton, '^are never 
aufficient of themselves to produce happiness. 1 have 
eif^erienced that already." 

' ^*^5;3^p.u are not yet reconciled to the novelty of youi* 

iitmtion,'' said Tyrrel, looking him earnestly in the 

•l^c<B'» ^VYou probably feel its unaccustomed duties 

..s6|ttewhat irksome. That feeling will wear off. All 

't^hafvyou now dislike. will soon be a source of pleasure 

to JbUk You will have new ties to bind you to life* 

OBetore long you will probably marry.'' 

;-''^* There is time enough for that," said Lord Malton, 

visibly disturbed; and rising /rom bis chair, he walked 

towards the window, while Tyrrel followed him, with 

an inquiring eye. 

** Are you going already ?" said he. 
'fY^s^— no; I will stay longer, if you wish it^'V/ 
replied Lord Malton, as if scarcely conscious what he .' 
said. 

: He returned to his seat, and was thoughtful anii ) 
silent. Tyrrel was equally so ; but bis was a silence 
ruffled by agitation. His countenance lost its previous • 
composure ; he rose with a restless air, walked to the 
fire and to the window, and then again resun^ed bis* 
seat, as if attempting by change of situation to rouse ; 
himself to the firmness necessary for the effort he was 
about to make. 

>^ You are right," said h^, at last; ^Mhere JsV.tiine 
enough before you." He paused awhile, ai\di - then 
proceeded : ^ 1 did not seek this interview for the ' 
mere pleasure of conversation, glad as I am to meet 
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yoa* Seeing you yesterday tn the street, I followed 
you, as I thought, unobserved, that I might discoyer 
your place of residence. Haying found out that, it 
was my intention to have written to you ; but I changed 
my mind, and determined, if possible, to waylay you 
again, and seek a personal conference. 1 have much 
to tell you !'' 

He stopped, and Lord Malton sat in breathless ex- 
pectation, awaiting; the result. A deep flush passed 
over TyrrePs countenance. '^ I cannot tell you now," 
said he ; ^^ no,; not to-day— -another time." 

'^ Shall I come to you to-morrow ?'' said Lord Mal- 
ton. 

Tyrrel did not return an immediate answer. " No,^' 
he added, ^^ do not call. Your visits might excite at- 
tention. 1 will write to you — that is best. You shall 
hear from me to-morrow.?' 

Lord Malton now rose to depart. " Be assured,^' 
saidhe, extending his hand to Tyrrel, " that you may 
ever command my services." 

^^ I know it," said Tyrrel, with a voice of emotion, 
and he wrung his hand with an earnestness which 
showed he felt deeply what he said. He retained it 
for a while; looked at him fixedly and sadly; then 
turning his head, with a low and scarcely articulate 
^' farewell !" he walked from him, and Lord Malton 
silently departed. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

O Mischief! thoo art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men. 

Romeo and Jitlikt. 

On the following morning, Lord Malton received a 
packet, directed to him in Tyrrel*s hand-writing. It 
was said to require no answer. He opened the en- 
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velope, and found it to contain two letters, one for' 
himself, the other directed to ^^Miss Jermyn, by fayouf 
of Lord Malton." 

Within his own letter, the seal of which he eagerly 
broke, was a small note, with the. words, '^ To be read 
last)'' written on the outside. He laid it by him on 
the table, and sat 4o^n with a strong feeling of cari- 
osity and interest to the perusal of the letter, which 
ran thus : — 

'^ In viewing (he contents of this paper, you will no 
longer be surprised that I should have preferred the 
present mode of communicating them to you, and will 
easily comprehend the feelings which have induced 
me to shrink from tbe painful task of a personal ex- 
planation. But the present mode, though less painful, 
will not, I trust, be less complete. Perhaps it will be 
more so. I shall dare to tell you many things on paper, 
which my tongue might probably have refused to utter ; 
and you will be spared the embarrassment of hiring 
an appalling torrent of ^elf-accusation, from the Ifps of 
one, for whom, with all his faults, your kindness shows 
that you still feel some portion of regard. Prepare, 
therefore, for a confession ; a confession disclosing facts 
and feelings, some of which I now relate as a satisfac- 
tion to myself, and in.part of atonement for past trans- 
gressions ; and others which nearly concern your hap- 
piness, and which the voice of justice imperatively 
bids me no longer withhold* 

" I will first speak to you of myself. I will lay open 
my failings boldly and sincerely ; and though the task 
may be severe, yet shall I hail the self-inflicted punish- 
ment as a small portion of that which my grievous cr* 
rors have deserved. You^will perhaps see me pre- 
sented in darker colours than you have yet known ; but 
at the same time your indignation will, I trust, be 
softened by the candour which dictates my avowal. 
You know me already as the fraudulent gamester, and 
as the man of turbulent and misguided passions. You 
will know still worse of me anon. But I will not an- 
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ticipate; I will latber pause to inquire. how I becHHie 
the wretch I am. ' . 

" I attribute many of my failings (I know not how 
j^ly,) to the unhappy circumstanced of my birth, and 
the false character which I was instructed to maintain. 
My iife has been one lie. I have bcfen erer struggling 
onward under a burden of borrowed dignity, and I 
consequently. became a creature pf assumption and de- 
ceit. I wore my galling fetters till I grew callous to 
their reproach ; and felt shamefully pleased in cheating 
the i world into an obsequious honnage to that which I 
knew was really base. My passage through society 
has been that of an utterer of false coin ; and it is not, 
therefore, to be wondered at that I should have con* 
tracted the vices Incident to such a course. Ought I 
not to have blushed with shame on receiving those at^ 
tentions, however interested, which were paid to me as 
the heir apparent of a peer — I, who knew that the very 
servant at my chair's back, legitimate as be was, and 
of honest parents, was better bom, in truth, .than I ? I 
ought to have felt this keenly; but I did not. My 
finer. sentiments were blunted. I had begun my course 
of deception when yet a child ; and early learned to 
view my fellows as beings that I was privileged to 
delude. Was not this fit education for a rising sharper ? 
In truth it was ; and the result has proved it. 

^ But you w:iH say, by this early knowledge of my 
situation, I have been spared the shock of a painful dis- 
covery, at a time when I should have been fully sensi- 
ble of its cruel aggravation. True ; and to inform me 
early was a seeming kindness ; but I question' whether 
it has proved a real one. I do not impugn the motives 
of those who urged the disclbsure. It w^s, if I mistake 
not, expressly stipulated by your lat^ uncle, to whose 
'^ worth 1 am not a stranger, and whose memory I respect. 
I do full justice to the benevolence' of his intentions; 
1 am only disposed to question their wisdom. But let 
me hasten to the catalogue of my offences.'' 

The letter then described the deep-rooted hatred 
which Tyrrel bad conceived for Granby, loi^ before be 



knew bim v his fir$t struggles to tuppress bis display ; 
his treacberous professions of friendship, and unsuc*- 
cesefu} endeavottrs to instill into Granby a passion for 
gambling ; his subsequent practices upon Courtj^nay ; 
and the way in which be meant to avail himself of his 
co-operation. It then related his endeavours to frus* 
trates the union of Granby and Caroline ; bis wish to 
win her for himself; his rejection by her; and his ca- 
lumnious accusations of his cousin. He dwelt upon 
his dread of detection in the event of Granby's ac- 
ceptance of Sir Thomas Jermyo^s proffered civilities; 
the fracas at the opera, and the use he made of that 
event ; and it conveyed"the important information, that 
the insulting answer to Granby ^s letter, written in the 
name, and apparently by the hand of Sir Thomas Jer- 
myn^ was forged by Tyrrel. 
Tbc letter then proceeded as follows : — 
'^ 1 have told my offences ; let me now endeavour to 
repair them. Enclosed, I send a letter^ to be transmit* 
ted by you to Miss Jermyn. It wil) contain your full 
acquittal of all offences against her, with which I have 
ever charged you ; and also an explanation of the cause 
which led you to reject thc^ proffered civilities of her 
father. Sir I'homas and Lady Jermyn will not shrink, 
as, heretofore, from your advances to their daughter. 
They will willingly go more than half way in opening 
the door to reconciliation. Do not suffer your pride 
to take offence at being thus courted and accepted, 
for your glittering externals of rank and fortune. Con- 
tent youi-fielf with the recollection, that she whose love 
you chiefly p/ize can love you for yourself alone. 

^^ Receive this explanation as a small atonement for 
my numerous offences,--*an atonement trifling indeed, 
and insuiScient, but all that I can now make. It is a 
consolatory reflection, that I who have marred your 
happiness, should be mainly instrumental in restoring 
it. It is a reflection that will gild my laj^t hours with a 
brighter gleam of pleasure than I have lately known. 
Perhaps too, the last act of our existence carries with 
it a weight and solempitj^ which effaces the meniory of 
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our. former sins. An inward sentiment, springing I 
know not whence, prompts me powerfully to this per- 
^suasion. Perhaps the hope may be fallacious ; but be 
it what it may, 1 have not strength to resist its impulae. 
My election is irrevocably made. May one of my 
last acts be this. Now, read the enclosed note.'' 

It was with a cold shudder of suspicious dread, that 
Lord Malton read the few last lines of this important 
letter.^ He turned pale, and hastily took up the note. 
Eager as he was to see its contents, a dreadful pre- 
sentiment half checked his hand as he opened it. In 
another instant he had cast his eyes upon the following 
lines : — 

" The die js. cast. My career must shortly close. 
Yojjr observations yesterday startled me,~at least, if 
they did not convince. But it matters not — ^with me 
it is no longer an afiair of reason, but of impulse. I 
cannot live, i must quit this^ scene of mrsery and de- 
spair. My resolution is unalterable. Judge of my 
firmness bj^ this writing. My hand does not tremble 
as it pens these lines; nor will it when it draws the 
trigger. Farewell for the last time. Yours in death. 

G. G. T." 

Lord Malton started from his seat with an e:|clama- 
tion of horror. First arose the dreadful impression 
that the fatal deed was already done. Next sprung 
up a ray of hope, suggesting that by great promptitude 
he might still save the life of Tyrrel. 

At such a time, to think and act were one. He 
snatched up his hat, hastily passed his astonished 
servant, rushed out of the house, and ran with the 
note still grasped unconsciously in his hand, to Tyrrel's 
lodgings. 

He soon arrived at the house. The door was open, 
and he entered. There was a group of people stand- 
ing in the passage in the attitude of listeners, staring 
with an horrow-stricken air in the faces of each other. 
He hurried by, without addressing them, but heard as 
he passed in a loud whisper, "who is that?" and 
"should we not tell him T*' 



HeetmKianct that something terrible had occurred. 
With the energy of despair he rushed up the narrow 
statins which led to Tmel's room. A man was at the 
top who said somethmg which Lord Malton did nol 
hear, a(hd seemed by his gestures to forbid his progr'ess. 
Bat Henry would not be prevented. *« I am his cou- 
sin,^' said he, and pushing the man aside, forced open 
the nearest door, which was that of the room where 
Tyrrel slept. 

It was dusky and full of smoke^ and he could not at 
first distinguish 'what it contained. In a few seconds 
he perceived two men, one near the window, which he 
was attempting to open, and the other by the bed ; 
and motionless on that bed lay extended the dark dim* 
semblance of a human figure. . 

Henry tried to approach it — but could not. One of 
the men came near and spoke to him. What was said 
he did not know ; he barely heard the sound of the 
voice, and that seemed to die away. The dim scene 
darkened around him, and became less and less distinct% 
The bed and its dreadful load were last seen, and they 
swam and flitted before his eyes ; and then a mist came 
over them, and sight and sound were lost together. He 
had fainted. 

On regaining his senses, Henry found himself seated 
on a sofa, in another apartment, which, on looking 
round, he recognised as Tyrrel's sitting room. He 
was attended by two persons,' one of whom was ap- 
plying water to his face. After sitting awhile to regain 
his shattered strength, he rose and surveyed the apart* 
ment. On the table stood a writing desk belonging to 
bis cousin, wide open and empty ; and on the hearth, 
beneath the grate, lay a large black heap of burnt pa- 
pers, which showed the dreadful deliberation with 
which his unhappy relative had prepared for his end. 
Near the writing desk lay a sheet of paper doubled 
down, on the outside of which was written in TyrrePs 
h^nd, «To H. G." He thought it might be meaiftt 
for him, and took it up. Within it were the following 
words I— 
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<< L Bave deatroyed all m; papers, I have left bo 
memorial that can tell the world what I was. The 
secret rests with you. I charge you keep it. 1 have 
giyen my last uzpence to the people of the house; let . 
them also have my clothes; and the few mqveables that 
mmain." 

Below was Uie signature at full length, <* George 
Gregory Thompson," the name by which Tyrrel was 
known to the people in whose house he lodged* 

Henry was much affected by the sight of the last 
short address ; and shuddered at a retrospect of the 
probable mental agonies of the unhappy man, who 
wished to preserve bis disguise even in death, and 
slink unacknowledged to his untimely, grave. 

*< Perhaps," said Lord Malton to himself, ^^it is 
better that it should be so. At any rate I feel strongly 
impelled to respect this expression of his dying wish^ 
The secret does indeed rest with me-; and if I withdraw 
myself, and withhold my .testimony at the inquest, who 
shall know that yonder corpes, disfigured as it doubtless 
is, was once Tyrrel??' 

In consequence of this reflection, he determined not. 
to inform the people of the house of his name or 
present address, less these should furnish an immediate 
clue to the identity of his unfortunate relation. Find- 
ing his strength increased, and his agitation somewhat, 
subsided, be requested the pres^ce of the master of 
the house, and told him that the remaining property of 
the deceased was his ; and laying several sovereigns 
on the table* desiredthat after the inquest the funeral 
might be privately but decently performed. He also 
said that he should withhold both his name and address; 
but that he should be forthcoming again, in the course 
of a few days, and that if farther sums were necessary, 
they should be supplied. 

From this man he gathered some particulars, to which, 
distressing as thev were, he could not deny himself the 
melancholy satisfaction of listening* He learned that 
Mr*. Thompson, (livho was regarded as an old man^ so 
complete was^ the disguise), had sat up writing. during, 
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&e greater part of the preceding night, and wajr fre- 
qaenUy heard to start up and walk abont, uttering 
terrible groans, and broken exclamations of anguish ; 
that early this morning, he had requested to see the 
master of the house,t and had placed in his hand a sum 
of money, considerably exceeding the rent of his 
rooms, and desired that it might be kept till he demanded 
it again. After that, he was supposed to have employed 
himself for some time in burning papers. About an 
hour before his commission of the fatal act, he went 
out of the house with a small packet in his hand. 
What he had done with this, they knew not ; but he 
very soon returned, and on re-entering his room, was 
heard to lock and bolt the door. After this nothing 
was heard, not even a footstep, for some time, during 
whioh period they were commenting on his strange 
and mysterious conduct, and drawing inferences, w^ich 
the result had dreadfully verified. While they were 
thus employed, he was beard to pass from his sitting 
room to an adjoining bed-room, and in a few minutes 
the report of a pistol struck their ears. They knew 
the dreadful troth at once, and rushing to his apart*^ 
ment, forced open the door, but found life extinct. 
He was then lying across his bed, one pistol still 
grasped in his hand, while the other lay on the flooi^ 
near him. They were both discharged. He must have, 
fired them at the same instant, for only one report was 
heard. 

Returned to his own bote}. Lord Malton strictly for« 
bade all approach, and applied himself to the dreadful- 
retrospect of recent scenes. With fearful interest, 
and sad misgivings, did he dwell upon the dying piy^s- 
pects of the misguided Tyrrel. He tried to wean his- 
thoughts from the needless and agitating remembrance 
of this catastrophe, and turn them to the happier pros- 
pects which Tyrrel's last letter had opened to his view. - 
But his mind refused to follow this direction, and. 
lingered round the scene of death witk stubborn per- 
tinacity. 

When at length he. did turn, to future prospects, the 
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scene which he had just qmtted iiiTested &em with a 
da?k colouring of He ovrn. He looked only on possi* 
bOities of evil. He saw^ in the yisions of hb disordered 
fancy, ' Caroline stiU averse to him» or engaged, or 
married to another, or ill, or dying, ^* or dead," said 
hd to himself^ as the mischievous phantom crossed his 
mind. 

Then « passed the parents in array; Lady Jermyn 
smiling on him in derision ; the father penning fresh 
abuse, and loading him with added insults. Then as 
the hours of evening rolled away, came horrid forms, 
and flitted round him in terrible succession. There 
was his cousin in various past scenes and characters : 
he was shaking the accursed dice — ^levellin^ at his 
head the pistol-^striking him in the room atTedswortb. 
Then he passed by in his disguise, and followed him, 
and glared upon him, till his blood seemed to curdle 
in his veins ; and wherever he cast his eyes around, 
the walls were peopled with repetitions* of his frightful 
image. 

Then again all was swept away at once, and near 
and around him, whether his eyes were closed or 
opened, he seemed alike to view numberless resem- 
blances of the bed, the very bed that he had seen that 
morning, and on it lay the mangled corpse ;. he could 
no longer bear the sight ; but, trying to shun it, be 
rushed in desperation from th» room, to seek repose 
and safety on his own couch.- 

But there — even there in imagination, a ghastly 
figure lay extended ; the hands and .clothes were stained 
with blood, and he thought it was Tyrrel, and it 
moved, and rosQ, and seemed to approach him: be 
tried to fly from it; but his limbs were weak and heavy 
-^a painful numkiess had crept over them — and be 
turned in despair to face the phantom — but it was 
gone. A racking pain was in his head, and a parching 
heat seemed to shrivel up his laneuid frame. 

He was in a high state of fever, and the horrid 
images which hi& perverted fancy conjured up, were 
terrible effects of incipient delirium. 



His iilaesa rapidly increased, and on the following 
morning he had j ust strength and sense left, to issue orders 
that medical h)elp should be called in, and then shortly 
afterward sunk into a state of stupor, which ibreboded 
no slight danger. During the next day he was much 
worse, and was^ confined to bis bed ; nor did any 
symptoms of amelioration present themselves for some 
days afterward. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

The matter of his great offence is dead ; 

And deeper than ODlivion do we bury ^ 

The incennng relics cff it. 

AW» WM that ends Well. 

I 

Meanwhile an inquest had been h6ld upon the 
body of Tyrrel. The persons who lived in the house 
where he lodged werei: the only witnesses. They 

' described him as a man of retired and inoffensiiFe 
habits, who seldom spoke to any of them, and spent 
most of hisiime in his own apartment. They repre- 
sented, that he did not appear to be in distressed cir- 
cumstances, for he had punctually paid his weekly 
rent, and had given away sums of money on the morn- 
ing of his death. He was, therefore, not driven to the 
rash act by embarrassments of a pecuniary kind. He 
would sit up th(B greater part of the night, and was 
sometimes heard exclaiming to himself, in a tone of 
great grief and bitterness. He had never any visiter, 
but one young, gentleman in black, who came the day 
before his death, and sat with him a considerable time; 

I They also stated, that the same gentlemian, a short time 
after the commission of the fatal act, had rushed into 
the house,- and had gone straight to the apartment of 
the deceased ; that he staid a considerable time, seem- 
ed much overcome with grief, took a great interest in 
the afbirs of the deceased, and deposited some money 
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to discharge Uue expenses of the funeral ; that h^ bad 
refiued to giye bis name and address, but promised to 
appear again, — wbieh be had hitherlo failed to do. 
The name of the ^eceased was stated to be Oeofge 
Gregory Tbcnnpson ; which answered to the initials oa 
his Imen. His disguise was detected upon exBrninatJoa 
of the body, and this singular assumption of age, for 
which they could assign no reason, and some few other 
peculiarities, were thought by the jury to form a suffi- 
cient plea for a verdict of ^^ insanity.'' 

At the time of the inquest, no clue had been obtained 
to the discovery of Lord Malton's name ; and the case, 
therefore, was simply recorded as the suicide of one 
Thompson. In the course, however, of a few bours, 
an accidental circumstance contributed to detail the 
identity of both parties. A card was discovered ia 
TyrrePs bed room, containing the name and address of 
Lord Malton. It instantly occurred to the owner of the 
house, that tlus card might possibly have belonged to 
the unknown visiter, whose reappearance he was so 
anxiously expecting ; and prompted by the desire of 
securing ap ample remuneration for all expenses incurred 
on behalf of the deceased, be went to die Clarendon 
Hotel, to ascertain the identity, and there inquired for 
Lord Malton. 

He was told by the servant, that Lord Malton was 
ill in bed, and in a state of great danger. Staggered 
by this intelligence, the man then asked how long he 
had been in this state ; and his suspicions were ccm- 
firmed by the information that Lord Malton had gone 
out suddenly on a particular morning, (naming that of 
Tyrrel's death,) and had i;etunied in the course of a 
few hours, apparently much distressed ; and that his ilU 
ness had commenced from th^t time. 

<^ Was Lord Malton-s distress occasioned by the death 
of any relation ?** said the man. The servant could 
not tell*-perhap& it might. His master, in his delirium, 
bad often mentioned the name of one gentleman, a near 

relation; but he was not aware, for Us own part, that 

t 



he was dead : indeed, be ^ not know where he was — 
he had not been heaid of for some time. 

«« And who is that gentleman ?** 

*« Mr. Tyrrel, a cousin of my Lord's; the late Lord's 
son." 

<< The late Lord's son ? How happened he not to 
have the title?" 

** Why/' replied the servant, in a confidential tone, 
pleased to commmunicate snch an important piece of 
family history, ^^this Mr. Tyrrel as is cousin to my 
Lord, turned out, after the .old Lord^s death, to be an 
unnatural childj and thereby, you see, my master came 
to be Lord Malton.** 

Various other inquiries were then made, by which 
the querist soon elicited sufficient intelligence to render 
it tolerably certain that die deceased was no other than 
Tyrrel. Whatever doubts now remained were also dis- 
pelled by a subsequent communication with one of those 
persons who were interested in ^TyrrePs detection. 
From him he received fresh confirmation of his suspi- 
cions ; and as these suspicions came to the knowledge 
of some' of those diligent persons, called in the slang 
of the trade " creepers," whose business it is to prowl 
about collecting incidents for the newspapers, a para- 
graph soon made its appearance, describing the disguise 
of the supposed Thompson, with other concomitant cir- 
cumstances, and intimating that little doubt was enter- 
tained of the identity of the deceased with Mr. T ^1, 

whose illegitimacy and sudden flight had lately caused 
so strong a sensation in the fashionable world. 

This was the paragraph which had been read by the 
party at Brackingsley, a few days previous to the ac- 
count of Lord Malton^s dangerous, illness ; and which, 
as it was intimately connected with:the former myste- 
rious event, had been collected and introduced as an in- 
teresting appendage, by the same industrious creeper. 
The statement contained in that paragraph, was but 
too fully verified." Lord Malton had now lain many 
days stretched on the bed of sickness, in a state of con- 
siderable danger. At length his disorder began to take 
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fL favourable turn ; hb yQutb triumphed over ibe> iofiui> 
ence of disease ; and the physicians who attended him 
ventured to pronounce, that although recovery might 
be distant, all actual danger was now past. The fever 
abated, and with it the delirium which had rendered 
him scarcely, at any time, clearly sensible of what was 
passing around him. ^ 

One morning, >on awakening from a more tranquil 
sleep than he had lately, enjoyed, he heard a voice in 
his apartment, whose tones, though low, he instantly re- 
cognised. It was Courtenay. He started up, and saw 
him in another instant at his side. 

Lord Malton extented his feeble hand, which Courte- 
nay pressed with warmth. A few minutes were spent 
in the interchange of kind inquiries ; when Courtenay 
slightly and delicately alluded to the distress of mind 
which his friend tnust lately have undergone. 

Lord Malton looked inquiringly in his face, '^ To 
what do you refer ?'^ said he, 

Courtenay hesitated, and feared to enlargie upon- a 
topic so painful. — " Tyrrel," said he, almost in a whis- 
per. 

" Ah !" exclaimed Lord Malton, '^are you then ac- 
quainted with that dreadful circumstance ? I had hoped, 
the name would not have been known. How have you 
gained this knowledge?'^ 

" From the public prints," replied Courtenay. 

" Has it then indeed been made so public ? Oh, my 
poor cousin ! would her had been saved that shame! I 
will tell you more of this at some future time. In my 
present state, and recent as it is, the subject is too dis- 
tressing. I have many other things to mention ; but I 
am still too feeble. I should speak to you of facts and 
feelings too interesting to be mentioned without much 
agitation ; and that I dare not yef incur. Another day 
must suffice. I am rendered more sensible of my weak- 
ness, by my present slight effort .at exertion." ^ 

Courtenay observed equal caution in abstaining, for 
the time, from alluding to any circumstances of a very 
interesting nature, and did not even inform him that he 
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had come direct from Brackingslej. ^hat name, he 
thought, would probably bring with it associations which, 
in the present weak state of his friend's health, had bet- 
ter be avoided. He therefore contented himself with 
the assurance of his pk-esent safety, and wrote a favour- 
able account, for the satisfaction of Caroline^ to Sir 
Thomas Jermyn. 

* Every hour now brought some accession of strength 
to Henry, and on the following day, when Courtenay 
was with him, finding himself much more equal to the 
task of lalkingj he could not refrain from expressing 
some of those thoughts which lay so deeply at his heart* 
Foreitiost of these was reparation for the unjust suspi- 
cions which he had suffered himself to entertain against 
the integrity of his friend. 

" Courtenay," said he, " I do not know whether 1 
have ever given you occasion to charge me with any 
positive act of unkindness. 1 tried to be guarded in 
my conduct ; but still, I fear, you must have observed 
my altered manner," 

" I did," said Courtenay, " but it did not surprise mc; 
I felt that my own ruinous folly must have sunk me low 
indeed in your estimation. It was a kindness in you to 
show your disapprobation of it." 

" No, Courtenay, I cannot allow you to put so favour- 
able an interpretation upon my conduct. It was not 
that which caused the change. It was a mean and un- 
generous suspicion, which I bitterly reproach myself 
for having ever entertained. I will not wound you by 
relating all of which I was weak enough to think you 
guilty. It would -be also painful to myself— I should 
blush to do it. But it is on your account, not mine, that 
I withhold it. It is not necessary that you should 
know. There is nothing of which you have any need 
to clear yourself. Be the imputations what they may, 
1 solemnly declare that I acquit you of them all. I re- 
member, last summer, I ungenerously said, that I wished 
to be thanked by de^ds, rather than by words. It is a 
demand which you have amply fulliUed. 1 cannot ex- 
press to you how much I feel obliged' by your great 
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goodness in coming to see me in my illness. It was 
very — very kindly done. But What brings you to town 
at this strange season ?^' 

Coartenay hesitated, not wishing to magnify bis own 
exertions. '^ I came," said he, ^^ to see you. The pa- 
]pers reported you in great danger.^' 

^' Indeed J^' said Lord Malton^ ^Mt is strange that 
my 'ilhiess should be considered worthy of mention. 
No^-bQ,'^ added he, after a moment's thought, '' poor 
Tyrrel ! his sad fate accounts for that. I suppose all is 
known by this time. Well— well — I ought to thank 
them for having brought you to me. But where did you 
come from ?" 

" From Brackingsley,'' said Courtenay. 

^^So far?'' replied Lord Malton; and then after a 
short pause as if collecting courage to proceed, he added, 
" were they all informed of my situation ?" 

" They were," said Courtenay, '/ and were all much 
grieved to hear it." . 

Henry looked bim earnestly in the face. « ^ 

"We received the intelligence,"- pursued Courtenay, 
" one morning at breakfast. It was in the newspaper. 
Miss Jerroyn saw it first." 

Henry's pulse beat quicker at the name; but he said 
nothing, for he scarcely dared to ask a question, lest the 
answer should prove unfavourable* 

" We were all of tis much grieved at the news. 
Miss Jermyn in particular was very much affected at it 
—much more than any body else," 

" Was she ?" exclaimed Henry eagerly— *^ thank GodI 
then she still cares for me." , ^ 

"She does indeed," said Courtenjjy, "and is only 
fearfbl that your affection must have changed," 

" Can this be true ?" said Henry. 

Courtenay confirmed it by a look. Both were silent 
for some time. Henry's mind was too full to admit the 
fluent utterance of his thoughts ; and they were of a 
nature to be rather secretly enjoyed than openly com- 
municated. " Courtenay," said he, at length, " why did 
not I tell you sooner what my feelings were on that sub- 
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ject? I, who saw you incurring the hazard of becoming 
attached yourself? I, too, who thought that you had 
injured me in that quarter ? I wish I had been more ex* 
plicit. To a friend like you, I might have spoken 
freely, even on a point so delicate as this. But 1 have 
been a poor deluded creature. I dare say I was wrong 
even in imagining that- you were ever disposed to^ay 
Miss Jermyn more than the attention of ordinary civil- 
ity." ' 

Courtenay was silent. He had too much magnani- 
mity to acquaint his friend wilti the esi^tent of the sacri- 
fice which he had made in his behalf. 

^' If you did appear to take more than ordinary plea- 
sure in her society,^' pursued Lord Malton with a sniile, 
^^ I think 1 can now account for it, on the score of a 
certain resemblance that existe'd between Miss Jermyn 
and another lady, whom perhaps it is not necessary to 
mention. Perhaps, too, I who have been so secret in 
my own affairs, have little right to babble about your^s. 
But I dare say you will excuse me. Yoq will not be 
alarmed at bewaring me mention the name of Lady £ii|i« 
ly Manversi" 

Courtenay exhibited no alarm, but some surprise, and 
a slight confusion. He was thoughtful for a while, and 
then said, ^^ I feel some ground for reproach on hearing 
the name of that lady. I fear I may have trifled with 
her. I paid her at one time a good deal of attention* 
I think she was pleased with it I had no serious views ; 
but such being the case, I ought not to have gone so far. 
We lost sight of each other for a long time, and on meet- 
ing again, from pure inadvertence I treated her, not 
with marked neglect, but at any rate with carelessness 
and indifference ; and she grew cold in consequence^ 
and fell into other society, and so the matter ended ; — 
and I only hope that she really did not care about me.'' 
^^ I cannot encourage you in that hope,'^ said Lord 
Malton. 

^^ Indeed !'' said Courtenay, looking inquiringly in 
his face. ^^ But how came you to know any thing about 
it V 
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" In my way to town,'' replied Lord Maltoo, ^* I 
staid a few days at Lord Alierdale's. I then saw a 
good deal of Lady Emily. 1 observed that she felt an 
evident pleasure in talking to me^— knew more about me 
than I could account for — and was particularly anxious 
to hear about past scenes in which you and I had 6gur- 
ed together. At first { was naturally disposed to inter- 
pret this interest in a manner flattering to myself. But 
I soon discovered beyond all question, that 1 was only' 
listened to as your friend, and that the object of interest 
was yourself. Did not you know this ? It seems, then, 
that like me you are a happier man than you thought 
you were." . 

There was more of perplexity than pleasure in Cotir- 
tenay's face at that mon^ent : but the former gradually 
died away, and a gleam of faint satisfaction stole imper- 
ceptibly over it. "1 must endeavour,'' said he gravely, 
" to attach myself to her.'* 

Here the subject dropped, and they parted. 

Henry soon regained Sufficient strength to write a 
letter to Sir Thomas Jermyn, explanatory of the cause 
which led him to treat his civilities in town with such 
apparent disdain. In this letter be enclosed that which 
Tyrrel had directed to be conveyed through his means 
to Miss Jermyn. It was as follows : . 

" Do not hesitate to peruse this letter, however hate- 
ful may be its writer. It can contain no repetition of 
the offer which you once so indignantly rejected ; nor 
does it tend to corroborate those representations which 
then caused you such afBiction. By the time you re- 
ceive this, you will perhaps have heard the story of my 
unhappy fate» and will know that he who writes these 
lines, has sealed their testimony with his blood. I am 
not unconscious of the attachment that has subsisted be- 
tween yourself and my cousin. I knew of its existence, 
at least on his side, at the period of my endeavour to 
obtain your hand. Accident first informed me of it, and 
enabled me to gain a full acknowledgment from him. Of 
your sentiments I know nothing, and my cousin either 
ijf ojtfd not or could not give me any information resi 



"pecting yottt feeliagft tonravd Mm&elf. My own obser- 
VadM^ ontiLour la^ eyentAii intarview^ bad led .me to 
suppose you indifferent; end under that pecsiiaBion) Had 
encouraf^ by the friesEdship of your matmer^ I yen* 
tared to address ybnin tbe language of love. Sufier me 
to confess thai my lorer was feigned ; that ) approaebed 
you with mercenary views ; and that I have been £»r* 
tunately debarred from the possession of a treasure 
which I had not the sense to appreciate. ^ This confes- 
sion-may seem needlessly offensive to .you, and humilia- 
ting to myself; but if a stem uncompromising diselo- 
sur^ of my motives can add atay tbii^ to the confidence 
itith which you receive the followji^ statement my 
purpose will be fully answered. I knew that my Gousin 
loved and sought you ; and from the moment I knew 
this, I determined to frustrate his wishes. For this pur- 
pose only did I, in the first instance, endeavour to ex- 
tend that intimacy with your family which increased so 
rapidly during your stay in London. You know how I 
employed it Doubtless you can now call to mind my 
many insidious observations, apparently of little import, 
but calculated to impress you with an idea of my cou- 
sin's indifference. All these I now recall. They were 
spoken with a design — the des^ of preventing the pos- 
sibility of a union between yourself and him ; and how- 
ever the ground work might have been true and cir- 
cumstantial, the colouring was that of falsehoods On one 
occasion only did i venture to make a direct assertion 
respecting my cousin. After my proposal, — ^rejected 
by you, and rejected, as it appeared, for him, — I was 
actuated by momentary pique to transgress the bounds 
of' my usual caution. I said that my cousin had urged 
me to address you. It was false. If he did utter wm*ds 
to that effect, they were ironically spoken, and wrung 
from him by my attacks. I said that he had shown to 
me the lock of hair which you once gave him, and had 
spoken slightingly of the donor. It was &ise. He 
never spoke of you but with affection and respeet ; and 
the discovery of the hair was effected by accident. I 
told you that he had made an unsuccesafiil offer of mar- 
ie* 
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?iage to Miss DarFd. This was also a falsehood. In 
spite of the ki&dness of jour disposition — in sjttte of 
the partial alcmement of this confession — you w31 pro- 
bably abhor my memory for these iicts of slander* But 
do not yet dirow down tHe letter with disgust. I have 
more to tell, i haye done still worse. I had slandered 
my cousin ; and any subsequent commumcaticHi between 
you and him would have expo6ed me to the daag^ of 
detection. This danger I made a desperate e$>rt to 
avert. You probably know that your father expressed 
a wish to see my cousin at his house. You may also 
have known that a sl^ht misunderstanding took ^ace 
the following evening at the Opera, and t]bat my cousin 
took no further notice of the proffered civilities of Sir 
Thomas Jermyn. But you do not know, nor does your 
fatiier, that my cousin addressed to him a letter of great 
civility, explaining the circumstance that occurred. 
This letter I intercepted, and retulned an answer written 
as if by your fiither, couched in insulting terms^ and 
positively decliodng aJl further communication upon that 
or smy other subject. You wiU no doubt show this 
statement to Sir Thomas Jermyn. I write it for his in- 
formation as well as yours. I have sown the seeds of 
dissension — I have effected the separation of those who 
ought to be united in the bonds at least of friendship. — I, 
who did these things, am the properest person to repair 
them ; and the reflection that I now do thus repair them, 
conveys to my wounded conscience a deep satisfaction 
•-—an inward calm, which e£bces much of the pain and 
shame which this avowal should excite. May my expla- 
nation prove effectual. May you be happily united to 
one who still sincerely loves you, and who is worthy of 
your tenderest regard. He has not seen the contents of 
my letter — he has only been informed of its object. You 
are at liberty to show it to him, even before that period, 
when I trust you will feel yourself bojimd by duty to 
open to him your whole heart. Farewell. May every 
happiness attend you both. Thus prays sincerely a pe- 
nitent and dying man ; and this is the last address you 
will ever receive from the hands of 

Georgs Granbx Txrrel." 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

All (^ a iBiiar was tlieir «a«ff life^ 
No day ducoIour*d with domestic strife ; 
No jealousy, but matual trdtii believed, 
' Secure repose, and kindness undeceived ; 

Thus Heaven, beyand the compass of bis thought, 
Sent bim the blessing he so dearly bonrbt. 

Palamon and Ar^ie. 

It would be difficult to describe the sentiments with 
which Caroline read this letter. It drew from her many 
tears — some of heartfelt joy, and some of grief for the 
miserable fate of the unhappy man who wrote it. The 
explanation of the cause of Henry's rejection of their 
civilities, gave great satbfaction to Sir Thomas and 
Lady Jermyn, who since his elevation to a peerage, had 
been longing for a dignified opportunity of recommen-* 
cing their intercourse with him. 

The result, after a little consultation, was a speedy 
answer to Lord Malton's letter, in which, without once 
mentioning their daughter, or Tjrrel, or any circum- 
stance either very interesting or distressing. Sir Thomas 
expressed himself highly satisfied with the explanation, 
and kindly solicitous about the state of Lord Mal- 
ton's health ; and he added, that since London at this 
time of the year must be a very unhealthy place, and 
change of air would doubtless be recommended, it 
would give Lady Jermyn and himself sincere pleasure 
to see him at Brackingsley, whenever he might be strong 
enough to remove from his present residence. 

Lord Malton, conscious that his change of circum« 
stances had now rendered him such a connexion as am- 
bitious parents might be anxious to secure, was pleased 
at the delicacy with which they coloured their motives 
for facilitating an intunacy of which he was much more 
desirous than even they could be. He gladly accepted 
the iuyitation ; and as soon as his physician pronounced 
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him able to bear with safety the fatigue of a journey, he 
flew, in noyelistic phrase, <* on the wings of love,** or in 
plain Englbh, in a travelling carriage and four, to 
Brackingsley. 

Caroline's heart beat quick as dhe saw his carriage 
cross the park ; and when she knew that he was ac- 
tually in the house, the eagerness to see him which she 
had felt so strongly a few days ago, now gave way to a 
sensation of timidity, which made her, for an instant, 
almost shrink from the interview. She stood for awhile 
with her hand on the lock, summoning courage to the 
effort, and balancing whether it was or was not proper 
that she should go to see him without a formal notifica- 
tion of his arrival. 

While thus debating, she heard her mother's quick 
step along the passage. She presently entered with a 
face all beaming with pleasure. 

" Well, my love,'* sud she, " he is come. I came to 
tell you. He has not lost much of his good looks, 
though he is rathier pale and thin at present; but he 
would not look half so much so if it was not for his black 
dress. He is in deep mourning— crape on his hat, and 
every thing. His poor cousin, you know — ^though they 
were not cousins, as it turned out. He inquired inmie- 
diately after you. I told him I would let you know he 
was here ; so come with me and see him, my love. He 
will take it ill if you don't come soon. He is with your 
father in the library. How it agitates her ! Poor dear 
foojish child ! You must get the better of this nervous 
flurry,|,love, before yoii meet him ; and I must not have 
you look so pale. You don't look well when you are 
so very pale— though, perhaps, he will not find that out. 
Oh ! there — ^blush as much as you please — I dare say 
he will not quarrel with ^Aat." 

In a few minutes Caroline was in the presence of her 
lover. As she entered, he rose and advanced quickly to 
meet her. It was for both an agitating moment. She 
could not look him steadily in the face ; nor if she had 
would she have distinguished a single feature, for every 
object in the room seemed to float dimly before her 
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eyes. She jast perceived that his hand was extended, 
and she almost mechanicallj gave him her own. She 
knew not whether he pressed it, nor did he know him^ 
self; but there was a nervous tremor visible in each. 

In a few minutes Caroline was enabled to regard him 
more composedly. A transient flush was then passing 
from his cheek, on which there did not yet appear the 
steady bloom of health. There was less elasticity in his 
step ; and though pleasure sparkled in his eyes, yet it 
was irather the sober glow of intense satisfaction mixed 
with a shade of pensiveness, than the bright effulgence 
of heightened spirits. 

But the eye of love is slow to recognise defects, and 
quick to turn them to advantage. Caroline was more 
touched and interested by his sunken cheek and pensive 
eye, than she could have been by all his former gayety. 
To her fond eye, there was something graceful in the 
very languor of recent illness ; and she thought that his 
present serious deportment, and melancholy suit of 
black, added to his manner a sombre dignity, more con- 
sonant with his present station. 

This latter change often crossed her mind, and al- 
ways with a slight portion of surprise ; and though 
really gratified, and deeply too, she felt sometimes 
almost annoyed atit. 

They did not talk. much at first': their minds were 
too fully engrossed by interesting^ thoughts. They, 
however, endeavoured as far as possible, to banish all 
particularity from their manner. They tried to meet 
as friends — ^^mere friends— and in this they partially 
succeeded. But this could not last long. Thrown 
together as they were, they soon gave way to the na- 
tural expression of their fervent feelings, and ere three 
days had passed, had exchanged mutual vows of last- 
ing love. 

Lord Malton took an early opportunity of acquaint- 
ing Sir Thomas Jermyn with the conversation that 
bad passed between himself and Trebeck, at Lord 
Alierdale's. In so doing, however, he was careful 
to introduce it with all possible delicacy, and to 



2JM 6BANBT. 

avoid conv^ng to the Baronis^'s miod 4he impresgioa 
that he tiBspected him of wishiag^ to keep this circttm- 
«taBce a secret. 

He eoon afterwards entered upon a more a^^e^le 
topici-^told him his heart's best wish — and heard with 
delight Sir Thomas's espressioos of pleasure at the 
communication, and assurances that he should look 
forward with great satisfaction to the prospect of their 
nearer relationsbip. 

It was, indeed, highly satisfactory to the Baronet 
and his Lady ; for in point of rank and fortune, Henry 
was every thing that they couJd wish ; and after secur- 
ing these first grand requisites^ they would have pre- 
ferred him individually to aay foody. Sir Thomas 
chuckled in anticipating the frequent instances in 
which his young and wealthy sori-iU'^law, oppressed 
with the cares of his novel situation, would doubtless 
apply for the aid of his experience, and flattered him- 
self that Henry's political proceedings in the Upper 
House, would be regulated upon the model of his 
father-in-law's, judicious conduct in the LoWer, and 
that the arrangements of the ^^ menage'' at Tedsworth 
would ** take their cue" from those of Brackingsley. 

Lady Jermyn had perused already with her mind's 
eye the words, '* Viscountess Malton on her marriage, 
by Lady Jermyn," in the list of pr^ssentations at the en- 
suing drawing room; and had almost composed a, des- 
cription of her dress. She wad never weary of look- 
ing forward to the high consideration to which her 
daughter would probably attain in fashionable circles, 
and even ventured to hope, that ^* with proper manage- 
ment," she might at some future time i^rrive at the su- 
preme dignity of a patroness of Almack's. 

Henry and Caroline thought not of these things. 
They were too happy in themselves to suffer their 
tiioughts to stray into '< the worid," as it is called par 
eMsUenee, out of that little world of love in which they 
were all in all to one another. Many an interesting 
hour did they ^lass, in explaining all the ch*comstan- 
ees and feelings by which they had severally been ^Q-> 
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gaged and misled daring their long and cruel separa- 
tion ; and many still more agreeable hours were spent 
in anticipating the happy scenes that lay before them* 

Caroline also informed Henry of every pailicukr of 
CouTtenay's conduct in which she was in any 4l^gree 
coiicem^dy and he felt bis regard and gratitude to bis 
friend rise high in the relation. 

Placed, as he ,now was, in a state of unalloyed bapi* 
piness, he rapidly improved in bealtji ; ^^^d his looks 
improved as rapidly : though Caroline's partial eye ' 
saw no improvement in the latter, because in truth she 
sought for none. 

From this time they were scarcely separated, except 
by short occasional visits on the part of Henry, to 
Teds worth or to town, where he was employed either 
in expediting the preliminaries for their union, or in di« 
recting arrangements, the object of which was her fu- 
ture gratification. 

Thus passed two happy months, which nothing 
';^?nded to render long, but an impatient expectation of 
f liat happier period by which they were to be succeed- 
ed : and on the arrival of which, after being united at 
Brackingsley, in the presence of her approving parents, 
and a large circle of congratulating friends, they re- 
paired with bright prospects of long-lived happiness, to 
the splendid retirement of Tedsworth. 

^'C'enest assez," says Madame Cottin, in one of 
the most agreeable of her works^' arretons nous ici— 
reposons nous sur ces douces pensee^ 1 Ce qiie j'ai 
coanu de la vie, d^ ses inconstances, de ses esperances 
trompees, de ses fugitives et chimeriques felicites, me 
ferait craindreV^ci j'apretais une seule page a cette his- 
toire, d'etre obligee d'y placer un malheur." Notwith- 
standing our fears that the observation of the above- 
named distinguished authoress may in too many instan^ 
ces be fully verrified, we shall venture to add some 
^^more last words," and annex what might be termed, 
in the language of the Roxburgh Club, the « colophon" 
of our third octavo. In fact, we cannot resist the 
temptation of inserting, for the benefit of those who 
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did not see it, a passage which caught our eye a few 
days since in the columns of a Morning Paper, It ran 
verbatim thus : — *^ Expected Marriage in High Life.^ — 
It is confidently reported that Mr. Courtenay, grand- 
son a|d heir of Lord Essendon, will shortly lead to the 
hymeneal altar Lady Emily Manvers, the beautiful and 
accomplished daughter of the Earl of Allerdale.''' 

Saturday^ March I9th, 1825. 
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